If 


a  I  E)  RARY 

OF   THE 
UNIVERSITY 
Of    ILLINOIS 


8^3 

L94r 
1837 

V.I 


'  The  person  charging  this  material  is  re- 
sponsible for  its  return  to  the  library  from 
which  it  was  withdrawn  on  or  before  the 
Latest  Date  stamped  below. 

Theft,  mutilation,  and  underlining  of  books 
are  reasons  for  disciplinary  action  and  may 
result  in  dismissal  from  the  University. 
UNIVERSITY    OF     ILLINOIS     LIBRARY    AT     URBANA-CHAMPAIGN 


NOV  2  2 
N0V18 


t577 


197? 


L161  — O-1096 


RORY     O'MORE: 


A  NATIONAL  ROMANCE. 


SAMUEL    LOVER,    Esq. 
IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 

'  There  *s  luck  in  odd  numbers,'  says  Rory  O'AIore.' 
FIFTEEN   ILLUSTRATIONS   BY   THE   AITHOR. 

VOL.  L 


LONDON: 
RICHARD      BExNTLEY, 

NEW   BURLINGTON    STREET. 
183T. 


I ON DON  : 
PRINTED   BY   SAMUEL  BEVTLEV, 

Dorset  Street,  Fleet  Street. 


^^3 

IS3  7 
v./ 


LIST  OF  PLATES. 


VOL.  I. 

Home  (Frontispiece) 
The  Schoolmaster 

Page 

113 

9 

Molly  and  the  Priest's  dog 

The  Tinker       .... 

53 
272 

A  pleasant  Situation 

242 

VOL.  IL 

The  domiciliary  Visit  (Frontispiece) 
Breaking  it            .... 

i     A  new  Cure  for  Popery 

„      The  Jollification    .... 

205 
103 
133 
234 

^      Entering  the  Glen 

262 

^                             VOL.  in. 

What  once  was  Home  (Frontispiece) 
\      The  Hunt        .... 

189 
35 

'^      The  Coast             .... 

46 

^^  Rory*s  mistaken  Piety 

^      Farewell  to  the  T^nd  of  the  West 

123 
315 

1 

4 

The  Songs  in  this  Work  are  all  Copyright^  have 
been  set  to  Music  by  the  Author ^  and  are  published 
by  J.  Duff  &  Co.  65,  Oxford  Street, 


RORY    O'MORE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE    COTTAGE    OF    RORY    O'MORE,    WITH    SCENERY,     MACHI- 
^"ERY,    DRESSES,    AND    DECORATIONS. 

In  a  retired  district  of  the  South  of  Ireland, 
near  some  wild  hills  and  a  romantic  river,  a 
small  by-road  led  to  a  quiet  spot,  where,  at 
the  end  of  a  little  lane,  or  horeen,  which  was 
sheltered  by  some  hazel-hedges,  stood  a  cot- 
tage which  in  England  would  have  been  con- 
sidered a  poor  habitation,  but  in  Ireland  was 
absolutely  comfortable,  when  contrasted  with 
the  wretched  hovels  that  most  of  her  pea- 
santry are  doomed  to  dwell  in.  The  walls 
were  only  built  of  mud  —  but  then  the   door- 
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way  and  such  windows  as  the  cabin  had  were 
formed  of  cut  stone,  as  was  the  chimney,  which 
last  convenience  is  of  rare  occurrence  in  Irish 
cabins,  a  hole  in  the  roof  generally  serving  in- 
stead. The  windows  were  not  glazed,  it  is  true, 
but  we  must  not  expect  too  much  gentility  on 
this  point ;  and  though  the  light  may  not  be  let 
in  as  much  as  it  is  the  intention  of  such  openings 
to  do,  yet  if  the  wind  be  kept  out  the  Irish 
peasant  may  be  thankful.  A  piece  of  board— 
or,  as  Pat  says,  a  wooden  pane  of  glass — may 
occupy  one  square,  while  its  neighbour  may  be 
brown  paper,  ornamented  inside,  perhaps,  with 

a  ballad  setting  forth  how 

"  A  sailor  coorted  a  farmer's  daughther 
That  lived  convaynient  to  the  Isle  of  Man," 

or,  maybe,  with  a  print  of  Saint  Patrick  banish- 
ing the  sarpents — or  the  Virgin  Mary  in  flaring 
colours,  that  one  might  take  for 

"  The  king's  daughther  a  come  to  town, 
With  a  red  petticoat  and  a  green  gownd." 

But  though   the  windows  were  not  glazed, 

and  there  was  not  a  boarded  floor  in  the  house, 

yet  it  was  a  snug  cottage.     Its  earthen  floors 
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were  clean  and  dry,  its  thatched  roof  was 
sound:  the  dresser  in  the  principal  room  was 
well  furnished  with  delf ;  there  were  two  or 
three  chairs  and  a  good  many  three-legged 
stools  —  a  spinning-wheel,  that  sure  sign  of 
peace  and  good  conduct — more  than  one  iron 
pot — more  than  one  bed,  and  one  of  those  four- 
posted,  with  printed  calico  curtains  of  a  most 
resplendent  pattern  :  there  was  a  looking-glass, 
too,  in  the  best  bed-room,  with  only  one  cor- 
ner broken  off  and  only  three  cracks  in  the 
middle ;  and  that  further  damage  might  not 
be  done  to  this  most  valuable  piece  of  furni- 
ture—  most  valuable  I  say,  for  there  was  a 
pretty  girl  in  the  house  who  wanted  it  every 
Sunday  morning  to  see  that  her  bonnet  was 
put  on  becomingly  before  she  went  to  chapel ; — 
that  no  further  damage  might  be  done,  I  say 
this  inimitable  looking-glass  was  imbedded  in 
the  wall  with  a  frame-work  of  mortar  round 
it,  tastefully  ornamented  with  cross-bars,  done 
by  the  adventurous  hand  of  Rory  0''More 
himself,    who    had   a   genius   foj    handling    a 
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trowel.     This  came  to  him  by  inheritance,  for 
his  father  had  been  a  mason  ;  which  accounts 
for     the     cut-stone    doorway,    windows,    and 
chimney   of   the   cottage,   that   Rory's   father 
had  built  for  himself.     But  when  I  say  Rory 
had  a  genius  for  handling  a  trowel,  I   do  not 
mean  to    say  he   followed    the    trade    of   his 
father  —  he  did  not,  —  it  was  a  gift  of  nature 
which  Rory  left  quite  unencumbered  by  any 
trammels  of  art ;    for    as   for   line    and    rule, 
these  were  beneath  Rory's  consideration ;  this 
the  setting  of  the  glass  proved — for  there  was 
no  attempt   at   either   the   perpendicular,    the 
horizontal,    or  the  plane;    and   from   the  last 
being   wanting,    the   various   portions   of   the 
glass    presented    different    angles,    so    that    it 
reflected  a   very  distorted  image  of  every  ob- 
ject, and  your  face,  if  you  would  believe  the 
glass,   was  as  crooked  as  a  ram's  horn  —  which 
I   take  to  be  the  best  of  all  comparisons  for 
crookedness.     Mary  O'More,  however,  though 
as  innocent  a  girl  as  any  in  the  country,  did  not 
believe  that  her  face  was  very  crooked :  it  was 
poor  Rory  who  principally  suffered,  for  he  was 
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continually  giving  himself  most  uncharitable 
gashes  in  shaving,  which  Rory  attributed  to 
the  razor,  when  in  fact  it  was  the  glass  was 
in  fault ;  for  when  he  fancied  he  was  going  to 
smoothe  his  upper  lip,  the  chances  were  that  he 
was  making  an  assault  on  his  nose,  or  cutting 
a  slice  off  his  chin. 

But  this  glass  has  taken  up  a  great  deal  too 
much  time — which,  after  all,  is  not  uncommon  : 
when  people  get  before  a  glass,  they  are  very 
likely  to  linger  there  longer  than  they  ought. 

But  I  need  not  go  on  describing  any  more 
about  the  cottage, — nobody  wants  an  inven- 
tory of  its  furniture,  and  I  am  neither  an  auc- 
tioneer nor  a  bailiff's  keeper.  I  have  said 
Rory's  father  was  a  mason.  Now  his  mother 
was  a  widow  —  argal  (as  the  grave-digger  hath 
it),  his  father  was  dead.  Poor  O'More,  after 
laying  stones  all  his  life,  at  last  had  a  stone 
laid  over  him;  and  Rory,  with  filial  piety,  carv- 
ed a  crucifix  upon  it,  surmounted  by  the  letters 
I.  H.  S.  and  underneath  this  inscription  : 

"  Pray  for  the  sowl  of  Rory  O'^Iore ;  Re- 
quiescat  in  pace." 
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This  inscription  was  Rory's  first  effort  in 
sepulchral  sculpture,  and,  from  his  inexperience 
in  the  art,  it  presented  a  ludicrous  appearance: 
for,  from  the  importance  Rory  attached  to  his 
father's  soul — or,  as  he  had  it,  sowl, — he  wished 
to  make  the  word  particularly  conspicuous;  but, 
in  doing  this,  he  cut  the  letters  so  large  that 
he  did  not  leave  himself  room  to  finish  the 
word,  and  it  became  divided  —  the  word  re- 
quiescat  became  also  divided :  the  inscription, 
therefore,  stood  as  follows : 
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You  were  thus  called  on  to  pray  for  the  Sow 
in  one  corner,  while  the  Cat  was  conspicuous  in 
the  other. 

Such  was  Rory's  first  attempt  in  this  way,  and 
though  the  work  has  often  made  others  smile, 
poor  Rory's  tears  had  moistened  every  letter 
of  it,  and  this  humble  tombstone  was  garland- 
ed with  as  much  affection  as  the  more  costly 
ones  of  modern  Pere  La-Chaise:  and  though 
there  were  none  who  could  read  who  did  not 
laugh  at  the  absurdity,  yet  they  regarded  Rory's 
feelings  too  much  to  let  him  be  a  witness  of 
such  mirth.  Indeed  Rory  would  have  resent- 
ed with  indignation  the  attempt  to  make  the 
grave  of  his  father  the  subject  of  laughter ; 
for  in  no  country  is  the  hallowed  reverence 
for  father  and  mother  more  observed  than  in 
Ireland. 

Besides,  Rory  was  not  a  little  proud  of  his 
name.  He  was  taught  to  believe  there  was 
good  blood  in  his  veins,  and  that  he  was  de- 
scended from  the  O'lSIores  of  Leinster.  Then, 
an  old  schoolmaster  in  the  district,  whose  pupil 
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Rory  had  been,  was  constantly  recounting  to 
him  the  glorious  deeds  of  his  progenitors — or, 
as  he  called  them,  his  "  owld  anshint  anshis- 
thers  in  the  owld  anshint  times," — and  how  he 
should-  never  disgrace  himself  by  doing  a  dirty 
turn  ;  "  Not  that  I  ever  seen  the  laste  sign  iv 
it  in  you,  ma  bouchal,  —  but  there  's  no  know- 
in'.  And  sure  the  divil's  busy  wid  us  some- 
times, and  dales  in  timtayshins,  and  lays  snares 
for  us,  all  as  one  as  you'd  snare  a  hare  or  ketch 
sparrows  in  a  thrap  ;  and  who  can  tell  the 
minit  that  he  might  be  layin"*  salt  on  your 
tail  onknowst  to  you,  if  you  wornH  smart  ?  — 
and  therefore  be  always  mindful  of  your  an- 
shisthers,  that  wor  of  the  highest  blood  in  Ire- 
land, and  in  one  of  the  highest  places  in  it  too, 
Dunamaise  —  I  mane  the  rock  of  Dunamaise, 
and  no  less.  And  there  is  where  Rory  O'More, 
king  of  Leinsther,  lived  in  glory  time  out  o' 
mind  ;  and  the  Lords  of  the  Pale  darn't  touch 
him  — and  pale  enough  he  made  them  often, 
I  go  bail ;  —  and  there  he  was,  —  like  an 
aigle  on  his  rock,  and  the  dirty  English  afeard 
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o'  their  lives  to  go  within  miles  iv  him,  and  he 
shut  up  in  his  castle  as  stout  as  a  ram." 

In  such  rhodomontade  used  Phelim  O'Flana- 
gan  to  flourish  away,  and  delight  the  ears  of 
Rory  and  Mary,  and  the  widow  no  less.  Phelim 
was  a  great  character  :  he  wore  a  scratch  wig 
that  had  been  built  somewhere  about  the  year 
One,  and  from  its  appearance  might  justify  the 
notion,  that  Phelim 's  wig-box  was  a  dripping- 
pan.  He  had  a  pair  of  spectacles,  which  held 
their  place  upon  his  nose  by  taking  a  strong 
grip  of  it,  producing  thereby  a  snuffling  pro- 
nunciation, increased  by  his  taking  of  snuff: 
indeed,  so  closely  was  his  proboscis  em- 
braced by  this  primitive  pair  of  spectacles,  that 
he  could  not  have  his  pinch  of  snuff  without 
taking  them  off,  as  they  completely  blockaded 
the  passage.  They  were  always  stuck  low 
down  on  his  nose,  so  that  he  could  see  over 
them  when  he  wished  it,  and  this  he  did  for 
all  distant  objects;  while  for  reading  he  was 
obliged  to  throw  his  head  back  to  bring  his 
eyes  to  bear  through    the  glasses  ;    and  »this, 
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forcing  the  rear  of  his  wig  downwards  on  the 
collar  of  his  coat  shoved  it  forward  on  his 
forehead,  and  stripped  the  back  of  his  pate : 
in  the  former  case,  his  eyes  were  as  round  as  an 
owl's  ;  and  in  the  other,  closed  nearly  into  the 
expression  of  disdain,  or  at  least  of  great  con- 
sequence. His  coat  was  of  grey  frieze,  and  his 
nether  garment  of  buckskin,  equalling  the  po- 
lish of  his  wig,  and  surpassing  that  of  his 
shoes,  which  indeed  were  not  polished,  except 
on  Sunday,  or  such  occasions  as  the  priest  of 
the  parish  was  expected  to  pay  his  school  a 
visit,  —  and  then  the  polish  was  produced  by 
the  brogues  being  greased,  so  that  the  resem- 
blance to  the  wig  was  more  perfect.  Stockings 
he  had,  after  a  sort;  that  is  to  say,  he  had 
woollen  cases  for  his  legs,  but  there  were  not 
any  feet  to  them :  they  were  stuffed  into  the 
shoe  to  make  believe,  and  the  deceit  was  toler- 
ably well  executed  in  front,  where  PheUm  had 
them  under  his  eye  ;  but,  like  Achilles,  he  was 
vulnerable  in  the  heel  —  indeed,  worse  off  than 
that  renowned  hero,  for  he  had  only  one  heel 
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unprotected,  while  poor  Phelim  had  both.  On 
Monday,  Tuesday,  and  Wednesday,  Phelim 
had  a  shirt  —  you  saw  he  had  ;  but  towards 
the  latter  end  of  the  week,  from  the  closely- 
buttoned  coat,  and  the  ambuscade  of  a  spot- 
ted handkerchief  round  his  neck,  there  was 
ground  for  suspicion  that  the  shirt  was  under 
the  process  of  washing,  that  it  might  be  ready 
for  service  on  Sunday ;  when,  at  mass,  Phe- 
lim's  shirt  was  always  at  its  freshest. 

There  was  a  paramount  reason,  to  be  sure, 
why  Phelim  sported  a  clean  shirt  in  chapel  on 
Sunday  :  he  officiated  as  clerk  during  the  ser- 
vice,— or,  as  it  would  be  said  amongst  the  pea- 
santry, he  "  sarved  mass;"  and  in  such  a  post 
of  honour  personal  decency  is  indispensable. 
In  this  service  he  was  assisted  by  a  couple 
of  boys,  who  were  the  head  of  his  school, 
and  enjoyed  great  immunities  in  consequence. 
In  the  first  place,  they  were  supposed,  from 
virtue  of  the  dignity  to  which  they  were  ad- 
vanced, to  understand  more  Latin  than  any  of 
the  rest  of  the  boys ;  and  from  the  necessity  of 
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their  being  decently  clad,  they  were  of  course 
the  sons  of  the  most  comfortable  farmers  in  the 
district,  who  could  afford  the  luxury  of  shoes 
and  stockings  to  their  children,  to  enable  them 
to  act  as  acolites.  The  boys  themselves  seemed 
to  like  the  thing  well  enough,  as  their  frequent 
passing  and  repassing  behind  the  priest  at  the 
altar,  with  various  genuflexions,  gave  them  a 
position  of  importance  before  the  neighbours 
that  was  gratifying;  and  they  seemed  to  be 
equally  pleased  up  to  one  point,  and  to  pro- 
ceed in  perfect  harmony  until  the  ringing  of  a 
little  bell,  and  that  was  the  signal  for  a  fight 
between  them. — When  I  say  fight,  I  do  not 
mean  that  they  boxed  each  other  before  (or 
rather  behind)  the  priest,  but  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  there  was  a  struggle  who  should  get 
the  bell,  as  that  seemed  the  grand  triumph  of 
the  day :  and  the  little  bell  certainly  had  a 
busy  time  of  it,  for  the  boy  that  had  it  seemed 
endued  with  a  prodigious  accession  of  devo- 
tion ;  and  as  he  bent  himself  to  the  very  earth, 
he  rattled  the  bell  till  it  seemed  choking  with 
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its  superabundant  vibration  ;  while  the  Christi- 
anity of  his  brother  acolite  seemed  to  suffer  in 
proportion  to  the  piety  of  his  rival,  for  he  did 
not  bow  half  so  low,  and  was  looking  with  a 
sidelong  eye  and  sulky  mouth  at  his  victonous 
coadj  utor. 

As  for  Phelim,  his  post  of  honour  was  robing 
and  unrobing  the  priest  before  the  altar;  for 
in  the  humble  little  chapel  where  all  this  was 
wont  to  occur  there  was  no  vestry — the  priest 
was  habited  in  his  vestments  in  the  presence  of 
his  congregation.  But  Phelim's  grand  triumph 
seemed  to  be  his  assisting  his  clergy  in  sprin- 
kling the  flock  with  holy  water.  This  was  done 
by  means  of  a  large  sprinkling-brush,  which 
the  priest  dipped  from  time  to  time  in  a  vessel 
of  holy  water  which  Phelim  held,  and  waving 
it  to  the  right  and  left,  cast  it  over  the  multi- 
tude. For  this  purpose,  at  a  certain  period, 
the  little  gate  of  a  small  area  railed  round  the 
altar  was  opened,  and  forth  stepped  the  priest, 
followed  by  Phelim  bearing  the  holy  water. 
Now  it  happened  that  the  vessel  which  held  it 
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was  no  other  than  a  bucket. — I  do  not  mean 
this  irreverently,  for  holy  water  would  be  as 
holy  in  a  bucket  as  in  a  golden  urn ;  but,  God 
forgive  me  !  I  could  not  help  thinking  it  rather 
queer  to  see  Phelim  bearing  this  great  bucket 
of  water,  with  a  countenance  indicative  of  the 
utmost  pride  and  importance,  following  the 
priest,  who  advanced  through  the  crowd,  that 
opened  and  bowed  before  him  as  his  reverence 
ever  and  anon  turned  round,  popped  his  sprin- 
kling-brush into  the  water,  and  slashed  it 
about  right  and  left  over  his  flock,  that  courted 
the  shower,  and  were  the  happier  the  more 
they  were  wet. — Poor  people  !  if  it  made  them 
happy,  where  was  the  harm  of  it  ?  A  man  is 
not  considered  unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the 
constitution  of  Great  Britain  by  getting  wet 
to  the  skin  in  the  pelting  rain  of  the  equinox ; 
and  I  cannot,  nor  ever  could  see,  why  a  few 
drops  of  holy  water  should  exclude  him. — But 
hang  philosophy  !  what  has  it  to  do  with  a 
novel  ? 

Phelim,    like   a   great    many    other   hedge- 
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schoolmasters,  held  his  rank  in  the  Church  of 
Rome  from  his  being  able  to  mumble  some 
scraps  of  Latin,  which  being  the  only  language 
his  Sable  Majesty  does  not  understand,  is 
therefore  the  one  selected  for  the  celebration  of 
the  mass.  How  a  prince  of  his  importance  could 
be  so  deficient  in  his  education  may  well  create 
surprise,  particularly^  as  he  is  so  constant  an 
inmate  of  our  universities. 

Phelim's  Latin,  to  be  sure,  could  scarcely 
"  shame  the  d — 1,"  though  certainly  it  might 
have  puzzled  him.  It  was  a  barbarous  jargon, 
and  but  for  knowing  the  phrases  he  meant  to 
say,  no  one  could  comprehend  him.  Spiritu 
tuo,  was  from  his  mouth,  "  Sper-chew  chew  6," 
and  so  on.  Nevertheless,  it  was  not  in  chapel 
alone  that  Phelim  sported  his  Latin^nor  in  his 
school  either,  where,  for  an  additional  two- 
pence a-week  he  inducted  his  scholars  into  the 
mysteries  of  the  classics  (and  mysteries  might 
they  well  be  called), — but  even  in  his  social 
intercourse  he  was  fond  of  playing  the  pedant 
and   astonishing  the  vulggr ;    and  as  poaching 
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piscators  throw  medicated  crumbs  into  the  wa- 
ters where  they  fish,  so  Phelim  flung  about  his 
morsels  of  Latin  to  catch  his  gudgeons.  Deri- 
vations were  his  fort;  and  after  elucidating 
something  in  that  line,  he  always  said,  "  Derry 
wather !"  and  took  snuff  with  an  air  of  sub- 
limity. Or,  if  he  overcame  an  antagonist  in  an 
argument,  which  was  seldom  the  case,  because 
few  dared  to  engage  with  him, — but,  when  any 
individual  was  rash  enough  to  encounter  Phe- 
lim, he  always  slaughtered  him  with  big  words, 
and  instead  of  addressing  his  opponent,  he 
would  turn  to  the  company  present  and  say, 
"  Now  I  '11  make  yiz  all  sinsible  to  a  demon- 
stheration ;"  and  then,  after  he  had  held 
them  suspended  in  wonder  for  a  few  minutes 
at  the  jumble  of  hard  words  which  neither  he 
nor  they  understood,  he  would  look  round  the 
circle  with  a  patronizing  air,  saying,  "  You 
persaive  —  q.  e.  d.  what  was  to  be  demon- 
stherated  !'' 

This  always  finished  the  argument   in  the 
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letter,  but  not  in  the  spirit ;  for  Phelim,  though 
he  secured  silence,  did  not  produce  persuasion  : 
his  adversary  often  kept  his  own  opinion, 
but  kept  it  a  secret  too,  as  long  as  Phelim 
was  present ;  "  for  how,"  as  they  themselves 
said  when  his  back  was  turned,  "  could  it  be 
expected  for  them  to  argufy  with  him  when  he 
took  to  discoorsin*  them  out  o'  their  common 
sense? — and  the  hoighth  o'  fine  language  it 
sartainly  was  —  but  sure  it  wouldn't  stand  to 
raison.'''' — How  many  a  speech  in  higher  places 
is  worthy  of  the  same  commentary  ! 

Perhaps  I  have  lingered  too  long  in  detail- 
ing these  peculiarities  of  Phelim  ;  but  he  was 
such  an  original,  that  a  sketch  of  him  was 
too  great  a  temptation  to  be  resisted :  besides, 
as  he  is  about  to  appear  immediately,  I  wish- 
ed the  reader  to  have  some  idea  of  the  sort 
of  person  he  was. 

The  evening  was  closing  as  Phelim  OTla- 
nagan  strolled  up  the  horeen  leading  to  the 
widow    O'More's   cottage.      On    reaching   the 
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house,  he  saw  the  widow  sitting  at  the  door 
knitting. 

"  God  save  you,  Mrs.  CMore  !"  said  Phelim. 

"  God  save  you  kindly  !"  answered  the  wi- 
dow. 

"  Faith,  then,  it's  yourself  is  the  industherous 
woman,  Mrs.  O'More,  for  it  is  working  you 
are  airly  and  late :  and  to  think  of  your  being 
at  the  needles  now,  and  the  evenin'  closin'  in  !" 

"  Oh,  I  don*t  call  this  work,"  said  the  wi- 
dow ;  "  it  is  only  jist  to  have  something  to 
do,  and  not  be  lost  with  idleness,  that  Tm 
keepin'  my  hands  goin'." 

"And  your  eyes  too,  'faith — and  God  spare 
them  to  you." 

"  Amin,  dear,"  said  the  widow. 

"  And  where  is  the  colleen,  that  she  isn't 
helpin'  you .?" 

"Oh,  she's  jist  gone  beyant  the  meadow 
there,  to  cut  nettles  for  the  chickens — she  '11 
be  in  in  a  minit.  Won't  you  sit  down,  Mr. 
O'Flanagan  ? — you  'd  betther  dhraw  a  sate." 

"  I'm  taller  standin',  Mrs.  O'More,  —  thank 
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you  all  the  same,  ma'am.     And  where  would 
Rory  be  ?" 

"  Why,  indeed,  the  Scholar  wint  out  shoot- 
in',  and  Rory  wint  wid  him. — It's  fond  of  the 
sport  he  is,  Mr.  OTlanagan,  as  you  know." 

"  Thrue  for  you,  ma'am  ;  —  it 's  hard  if  I 
wouldn't,  when  I  sot  over  him  for  ^ve  years  and 
betther ;  and  hard  it  was  to  keep  him  undher  ! 
for  he  was  always  fond  o'  sport." 

"  But  not  the  taste  o'  vice  in  him,  Phelim 
dear,"  said  the  mother. 

"  No,  no,  Mrs.  O'More,  by  no  manes  — 
nothing  but  heart  and  fun  in  him  ;  but  not 
the  sign  o'  mischief.  And  why  wouldn't  he 
like  to  go  a  start  with  the  young  gintleraan 
a-shootin'  ? — the  dog  and  the  gun  is  tempting 
to  man  ever  since  the  days  o'  Vargil  himself, 
who  says  with  great  beauty  and  discrimination, 
Arma  virumque  cano ;  which  manes,  '  Arms, 
men,  and  dogs,'  which  is  three  things  that 
always  goes  together  since  the  world  began." 

"  Think  o'  that  now !"  said  the  widow : 
"  and  so  Yargo  used  to  go  shootin' !" 
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"  Not  exactly,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear  :  be- 
sides, the  man's  name  was  not  Vargo,  but 
Vargil.     Yargo,  Mrs.  O'More,  manes  the  Var- 

"God  forgi'  me!'"  said  the  widow;  "is  it 
the  blessed  Vargin  I  said  wint  shootin'  ?"  and 
she  crossed  herself. 

"  No,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear — by  no  manes. 
Vargo  manes  only  vargin  ;  which  is  not  blessed, 
without  you  join  it  to  something  else.  But 
Vargil  was  the  man''s  name ;  he  was  a  great 
Roman  pote." 

"Oh,  the  darlinT  said  the  widow;  "and 
was  he  a  Roman  ?" 

"  Not  as  you  mane  it,  Mrs.  O'More,  my 
dear :  he  was  not  a  good  Catholic — and  more 's 
the  pity,  and  a  sore  loss  to  him  !  But  he  didn't 
know  betther,  for  they  were  lost  in  darkness 
in  them  days,  and  had  not  the  knowledge  of 
uz.  But  whin  I  say  he  was  a  Roman,  I  mane 
he  was  of  that  famous  nation — (and  tarin'  fel- 
lows they  wor !) — Romatii  populi,  as  we  say, 
his  nativity  being  cast  in   Mantua,   which   is 
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a  famous  port  of  that  counthry,  you  persaive, 
Mrs.  O^More." 

Here  Mrs.  O'More  dropped  her  ball  of 
worsted  ;  and  Phelim,  not  wishing  a  word  of  his 
harangue  to  be  lost,  waited  till  the  widow  was 
reseated  and  in  a  state  of  attention  again. 

"  Mantua,  I  say,  Mrs.  O'More,  a  famous 
port  of  the  Romani  populi  —  the  port  of  Man- 
tua—  which  retains  to  this  day  the  honour  of 
Vargil's  nativity  bein'  cast  in  that  same  place, 
you  persaive,  Mrs.  CMore.'*'* 

"  Yis,  yis,  Mr.  OTlanagan,  I  'm  mindin'  you, 
sir.  Oh,  what  a  power  o'  larnin'  you  have  I 
Well,  well,  but  it 's  wondherful !  —  and  sure  I 
never  heerd  afore  of  any  one  bein'  born  in  a 
portmantia."*^ 

"  Oh  !  ho,  ho,  ho  !  Mrs.  O'More  !  No,  my 
dear  ma*am,"  said  Phelim  laughing,  "  I  didn't 
say  he  was  born  in  a  portmantia  :  I  said  the 
port  of  Mantua,  which  was  a  territorial  posses- 
sion, or  domain,  as  I  may  say,  of  the  Romani 
populi,  where  Vargil  had  his  nativity  cast, — 
that  is  to  say,  was  born.*' 
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*'  Dear,  dear  !  what  knowledge  you  have, 
Mr.O'Flanagan  ! — and  no  wondher  you'd  laugh 
at  me  !  But  sure,  no  wondher  at  the  same 
time,  when  I  thought  you  wor  talkin'  of  a 
portmantia,  that  I  would  wondher  at  a  child 
bein'  sent  into  the  world  in  that  manner." 

"  Quite  nath'ral,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear  — 
quite  nathVal,"  said  Phelim. 

"  But,  can  you  tell  me " 

"  To  be  sure  I  can,*'  said  Phelim :  "  what 
is  it  ?^' 

"  I  mane,  would  you  tell  me,  Mr.  OTla- 
nagan,  is  that  the  place  portmantias  comes 
from  ?^' 

"  Why,  indeed,  Mrs.  O'More,  it  is  likely, 
from  the  derry wation,  that  it  is :  but,  you  see, 
these  is  small  thrifles  o*  histhory  that  is  not 
worth  the  while  o'  great  min  to  notice;  and 
by  raison  of  that  same  we  are  left  to  our  own 
conjunctures  in  sitch  matthers.'"* 

"  Dear,  dear  !  Well — but,  sir,  did  that  gin- 
tleman  you  wor  talkin'  about  go  a  shootin**  — 
that  Mr.  Varjuice?" 
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«  Vargil,  Mrs.  O'More— Var-gil,"  said  Phe- 
lim  with  authority. 

"  I  beg  his  pard'n  and  yours,  sir." 

**  No  offince,  Mrs.  O'More.  Why,  ma'am, 
as  for  goin'  shootin',  he  did  not  —  and  for  var- 
rious  raisons  :  guns  was  scarce  in  thim  times, 
and  gunpowdher  was  not  in  vogue,  but  was,  by 
all  accounts,  atthributed  to  Friar  Bacon  pos- 
teriorly." 

"  Oh,  the  dirty  divils !"  said  the  widow, 
"  to  fry  their  bacon  with  gunpowdher! — that 
bates  all  I  ever  heerd." 

Phelim  could  not  help  laughing  outright  at 
the  widow''s  mistake,  and  was  about  to  explain, 
but  she  was  a  little  annoyed  at  being  laughed 
at,  and  Rory  O'More  and  the  Scholar,  as  he 
was  called,  having  returned  at  the  moment, 
she  took  the  opportunity  of  retiring  into  the 
house,  and  left  Phelim  and  his  explanation  and 
the  sportsmen  all  together. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

SHOWING     HOW     A     JOURNEY     MAY     BE    PERFORMED    ON   A 
GRIDIRON    WITHOUT    GOING    AS    FAR    AS    ST.  LAURENCE. 

The  arrival  of  Rory  O'More  and  the  Scho- 
lar having  put  an  end  to  the  colloquy  of  the 
widow  and  Phelim  O'Flanagan,  the  reader 
may  as  well  be  informed,  during  the  pause, 
who  the  person  is  already  designated  under 
the  title  of  "  the  Scholar." 

It  was  some  weeks  before  the  opening  of  our 
story  that  Rory  O'More  had  gone  to  Dublin, 
for  the  transaction  of  some  business  connected 
with  the  lease  of  the  little  farm  of  the  widow — 
if  the  few  acres  she  held  might  be  dignified 
with  that  name.  There  was  only  some  very 
subordinate  person  on  the  spot  to  whom  any 
communication  on  the  subject  could  be  made ; 
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for  the  agent,  following  the  example  of  the 
lord  of  the  soil,  was  an  absentee  from  the  pro- 
perty as  well  as  his  employer ;  —  the  landlord 
residing  principally  in  London,  though  deriv- 
ing most  of  his  income  from  Ireland,  and  the 
agent  living  in  Dublin,  making  half-yearly 
visits  to  the  tenantry,  who  never  saw  his  face 
until  he  came  to  ask  them  for  their  rents.  As 
it  happened  that  it  was  in  the  six  months' 
interregnum  that  the  widow  wished  to  arrange 
about  her  lease,  she  sent  her  son  to  Dublin 
for  the  purpose  —  "  For  what  ""s  the  use,"  said 
she,  **  of  talking  to  that  fellow  that  ""s  down 
here,  who  can  never  give  you  a  straight  an- 
swer, but  goes  on  with  his  gosther,  and  says 
he'll  write  about  it,  and  will  have  word  for 
you  next  time ;  and  so  keeps  you  goin*  hither 
and  thither,  and  all  the  time  the  thing  is  just 
where  it  was  before,  and  never  comes  to  any- 
thing ? —  So,  Rory  dear,  in  God's  name  go  off 
yourself  and  see  the  agint  in  Dublin,  and  get 
the  rights  o'  the  thing  out  of  his  own  mouth." 
So  Rory  set  out  for  Dublin,  not  without  plenty 

VOL.  I.  c 
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of  cautions  from  his  mother  to  take  care  of 
himself  in  the  town,  for  she  heard  it  was  "  the 
dickens'  own  place ;  and  I  'm  towld  they  're 
sich  rogues  there,  that  if  you  sleep  with  your 
mouth  open,  they  '11  stale  the  teeth  out  o'  your 
head." 

^*  Faix,  and  maybe  they  'd  find  me  like  a 
weasel  asleep,"  answered  Rory  —  "  asleep  with 
my  eyes  open  :  and  if  they  have  such  a  fancy 
for  my  teeth,  maybe  it 's  in  the  shape  of  a  bite 
they  'd  get  them."  For  Rory  had  no  small 
notion  of  his  own  sagacity. 

The  wonders  of  Dublin  gave  Rory,  on  his 
return,  wide  field  for  descanting  upon,  and 
made  his  hearers  wonder  in  turn.  But  this 
is  not  the  time  nor  place  to  touch  on  such 
matters.  Suffice  it  here  to  say,  Rory  trans- 
acted his  business  in  Dublin  satisfactorily; 
and  having  done  so,  he  mounted  his  outside 
place  on  one  of  the  coaches  from  town,  and 
found  himself  beside  a  slight,  pale,  but  rather 
handsome  young  gentleman,  perfectly  free 
from  anything  of  that  repulsive  bearing  which 
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sometimes  too  forcibly  marks  the  distinction 
between  the  ranks  of  parties  that  may  chance 
to  meet  in  such  promiscuous  society  as  that 
which  a  public  conveyance  huddles  together. 
He  was  perfectly  accommodating  to  his  fellow- 
travellers  while  they  were  shaking  themselves 
down  into  their  places,  and  on  the  journey 
he  conversed  freely  with  Rory  on  such  sub- 
jects as  the  passing  occurrences  of  the  road 
suggested.  This  unaffected  conduct  won  him 
ready  esteem  and  liking  from  his  humble  neigh- 
bour, as  in  such  cases  it  never  fails  to  do  : 
but  its  effect  was  heightened  by  the  contrast 
which  another  passenger  afforded,  who  seemed 
to  consider  it  a  great  degradation  to  have  a  per- 
son in  Rory's  condition  placed  beside  him  ;  and 
he  spoke  in  an  offensive  tone  of  remark  to  the 
person  seated  at  the  other  side,  and  quite  loud 
enough  to  be  heard,  of  the  assurance  of  the 
lower  orders,  and  how  hard  it  was  to  make 
low  fellows  understand  how  to  keep  their 
distance.  To  all  this,  Rory,  with  a  great  deal 
of  tact,  never  made  any  reply,  and  to  a  casual 

c  2 
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observer  would  have  seemed  not  to  notice  it ; 
but  to  the  searching  eye  of  his  pale  compa- 
nion, there  was  the  quick  and  momentary 
quiver  of  indignation  on  the  peasant's  lip,  and 
the  compression  of  brow  that  denotes  pain  and 
anger,  the  more  acute  from  their  being  con- 
cealed. But  an  occasion  soon  offered  for  this 
insolent  and  ill-bred  fellow  to  make  an  open 
aggression  upon  Rory,  which  our  hero  return- 
ed with  interest.  After  one  of  the  stoppages 
on  the  road  for  refreshment,  the  passengers 
resumed  their  places,  and  the  last  to  make  his 
reappearance  was  this  bashaw.  On  getting  up 
to  his  seat,  he  said,  "  Where 's  my  coat  ?" 

To  this  no  one  made  any  answer,  and  the 
question  was  soon  repeated  in  a  louder  tone  : 
"  Where 's  my  coat .'"' 

"  Your  coat,  is  it,  sir  ?'*'*  said  the  coachman. 

<«  Yes — my  coat ;  do  you  know  anything 
of  it.?" 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  coachman  :  "  maybe  you 
took  it  into  the  house  with  you." 
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"  No,  I  did  not :  I  left  it  on  the  coach.  — 
And  by  the  bye,"  said  he,  looking  at  Rory, 
"  you  were  the  only  person  who  did  not  quit 
the  coach — did  you  take  it  ?*" 

"Take  whatT^  said  Rory  with  a  peculiar 
emphasis  and  intonation  on  the  what. 

"  My  coat,"'  said  the  other  with  extreme 
effrontery. 

"  I  Ve  a  coat  o'  my  own,'"  said  Rory  with 
great  composure. 

*'  That 's  not  an  answer  to  my  question,"' 
said  the  other. 

"  I  think  you  ought  to  be  glad  to  get  so 
quiet  an  answer,''  said  Rory. 

"  I  think  so  too,"  said  the  pale  traveller. 

"  1  did  not  address  my  conversation  to  you, 
sir,"  said  the  sw^aggering  gentleman. 

'*  If  you  did,  sir,  you  should  have  been 
lying  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  now,"  was 
the  taunting  rejoinder. 

At  this  moment,  a  waiter  made  his  appear- 
ance at  the  door  of  the  inn,  bearing  the  miss- 
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ing  coat  on  his  arm  ;  and  handing  it  up  to 
the  owner,  he  said,  "  You  left  this  behind 
you  in  the  parlour,  sir." 

The  effect  was  what  any  one  must  anticipate  : 
indignant  eyes  were  turned  on  all  sides  upon 
the  person  making  so  wanton  an  aggression, 
and  he  himself  seemed  to  stagger  under  the 
evidence  against  him.  He  scarcely  knew  what 
to  do.  After  much  stammering,  and  hemming 
and  hawing,  he  took  the  coat  from  the  waiter, 
and  turning  to  Rory,  said,  "  I  see — I  forgot 
—  I  thought  that  I  left  it  on  the  coach  ;  — 
but — a I  see  'twas  a  mistake.""* 

"  Oh,  make  no  apologies,""  said  Rory  ;  "  we 
were  both  undher  a  mistake."" 

"  How  both  ?"'  said  the  Don. 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  Rory,  "  you  mistuk  me 
for  a  thief,  and  I  mistuk  you  for  a  gin  tie- 
man."" 

The  swaggerer  could  not  rally  against  the 
laugh  this  bitter  repartee  made  against  him, 
and  he  was  effectually  silenced  for  the  rest  of 
the  journey. 
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Indeed,  the  conversation  soon  slackened  on 
all  sides,  for  it  began  to  rain :  and  it  may  be 
remarked,  that  under  such  circumstances  tra- 
vellers wrap  up  their  minds  and  bodies  at  the 
same  time ;  and  once  a  man  draws  his  nose 
inside  the  collar  of  his  great-coat,  it  must  be 
something  much  above  the  average  of  stage- 
coach pleasantry  which  will  make  him  poke  it 
out  again  —  and  spirits  invariably  fall  as  um- 
brellas rise. 

But  neither  great-coats  nor  umbrellas  were 
long  proof  against  the  torrents  that  soon  fell, 
for  tliese  were  not  the  days  of  Macintosh  and 
India  rubber. 

Have  you  ever  remarked,  that  on  a  sudden 
dash  of  rain  the  coachman  immediately  begins 
to  whip  his  horses  ?  So  it  was  on  the  present 
occasion ;  and  the  more  it  rained,  the  faster  he 
drove.  Splash  they  went  through  thick  and 
thin,  as  if  velocity  could  have  done  them  any 
good ;  and  the  rain,  one  might  have  thought, 
was  vying  with  the  coachman, — for  the  faster 
he  drove,  the  faster  it  seemed  to  rain. 
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At  last  the  passengers  seated  on  the  top 
began  to  feel  their  seats  invaded  by  the  flood 
that  deluged  the  roof  of  the  coach,  just  as 
they  entered  a  town  where  there  was  change 
of  horses  to  be  made.  The  moment  the  coach 
stopped,  Rory  O'More  jumped  off,  and  said 
to  the  coachman,  "  I'll  be  back  with  you  be- 
fore you  go ; — but  don't  start  before  I  come  :"" 
and  away  he  ran  down  the  town. 

"  Faix,  that  *s  a  sure  way  of  being  back 
before  I  go  I"  said  the  driver:  "but  you'd 
betther  not  delay,  my  buck,  or  it 's  behind  Til 
lave  you.**'' 

While  change  was  being  made,  the  passen- 
gers endeavoured  to  procure  wads  of  straw  to 
sit  upon,  for  the  wet  became  more  and  more 
inconvenient ;  and  at  last  all  was  ready  for  start- 
ing, and  Rory  had  not  yet  returned.  The 
horn  was  blown,  and  the  coachman's  patience 
was  just  worn  out,  when  Rory  hove  in  sight, 
splashing  his  way  through  the  middle  of  the 
street,  flourishing  two  gridirons  over  his 
head. 
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"  Here  I  am,"  said  he,  panting  and  nearly 
exhausted  :   "  'faith,  I  'd  a  brave  run  for  it !" 

"  Why,  thin,  what  the  dickens  do  you  want 
here  with  gridirons  ?''  said  the  coachman. 

"Oh,  never  mind,"  said  Rory  ;  "jist  give 
me  a  wisp  o'  sthraw,  and  God  bless  you,"  said 
he  to  one  of  the  helpers  who  was  standing  by  ; 
and  having  got  it,  he  scrambled  up  the  coach, 
and  said  to  his  pale  friend,  "  Now,  sir,  we  '11 
be  comfortable." 

"  I  don't  see  much  likelihood  of  it,"  said  his 
fellow-traveller. 

"  Why,  look  what  I  've  got  for  you,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Oh,  that  straw  will  soon  be  sopped  with 
rain,  and  then  we  '11  be  as  badly  off  as  before." 

"  But  it 's  not  on  sthraw  I'm  depindin'," 
said  Rory  ;  "  look  at  this  !"  and  he  brandished 
one  of  the  gridirons. 

"  I  have  heard  of  stopping  the  tide  with  a 
pitchfork,"  said  the  traveller,  smiling,  "  but 
never  of  keeping  out  rain  with  a  gridiron." 

"  Faith,  thin,  I'll  show  you  how  to  do  that 

c  5 
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same,"  said  Rory.  "  Here — sit  up — clap  this 
gridiron  nndher  you,  and  you  '11  be  undher 
wather  no  longer.  Stop,  sir,  stay  a  minit — don't 
sit  down  on  the  bare  bars,  and  be  makin'  a 
beefstake  o'  yourself ;  here 's  a  wisp  o'  sthraw 
to  put  betune  you  and  the  cowld  iron  —  and 
not  a  dhryer  sate  in  all  Ireland  than  the  same 
gridiron." 

The  young  traveller  obeyed,  and  while  he 
admired  the  ingenuity,  could  not  help  laughing 
at  the  whimsicality  of  the  contrivance. 

"  You  see  I  've  another  for  myself,"  said 
Rory,  seating  himself  in  a  similar  manner  on 
his  second  gridiron  :  "  and  now,"  added  he, 
"  as  far  as  the  sates  is  consarned,  it  may  rain 
till  doomsday." 

Away  went  the  coach  again  ;  and  for  some 
time  after  resuming  the  journey,  the  young 
traveller  was  revolving  the  oddity  of  the  fore- 
going incident  in  his  mind,  and  led  by  his 
train  of  thought  to  the  consideration  of  na- 
tional characteristics,  he  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  an  Irishman  was  the  only  man  under 
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the  sun  who  could  have  hit  upon  so  strange 
an  expedient  for  relieving  them  from  their 
difficulty.  He  was  struck  not  only?  by  the 
originality  of  the  design  and  the*  promptness 
of  the  execution,  but  also  by  the  good-nature 
of  his  companion  in  thinking  of  him  on  the 
occasion.  After  these  conclusions  had  passed 
through  his  own  mind,  he  turned  to  Rory, 
and  said, 

"  What  was  it  made  you  think  of  a  grid- 
iron ?" 

"  Why,  thin,  I  '11  tell  you,"  said  Rory.  "  I 
promised  my  mother  to  bring  a  present  to  the 
priest  from  Dublin,  and  I  could  not  make  up 
my  mind  rightly  what  to  get  all  the  time  I  was 
there.  I  thought  of  a  pair  o'  top-boots ;  for 
indeed,  his  reverence's  is  none  of  the  best,  and 
only  you  know  them  to  be  top-boots,  you  would 
not  take  them  to  be  top-boots,  bekase  the  bot- 
toms has  been  put  in  so  often  that  the  tops  is 
wore  out  intirely,  and  is  no  more  like  top- 
boots  than  my  brogues.  So  I  wint  to  a  shop 
in  Dublin,   and   picked   out  the  purtiest  pair 
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o'  top-boots  1  could  see ; — whin  I  say  purty,  I 
don't  mane  a  flourishin'  '  taarin'  pair,  but  sitch 
as  was  fit  for  a  priest,    a  respectable   pair  o' 
boots ; — and«with  that,  I  pulled  out  my  good 
money  to  pay  for  thim,  whin  jist  at  that  minit, 
remembering  the    thricks   o'  the   town,   I   be- 
thought o'  myself,  and  says  I,  '  I  suppose  these 
are    the   right    thing?*    says  I  to  the  man. — 
'  You  can  thry  them,'  says  he. — '  How  can  I 
thry  them  ?'  say^s  I.—'  Pull  them  on  you,'  says 
he.—'  Throth,  an'  I'd  be  sorry,'  says  I,   'to 
take    sitch    a  liberty    with    thim,'    says   I.  — 
'  Why,   aren't   you   goin'  to  ware  thim  ?'  says 
he. — '  Is  it  me  ?'  says  I.     '  Me  ware  top-boots  ? 
Do  you  think  it 's  takin'  lave  of  my  sinses  I 
am  ?'  says  I. — '  Then  what  do  you  want  to  buy 
them  for  ?'  says  he. — '  For  his  reverence,  Father 
Kinshela,'  says  I.    '  Are  they  the  right  sort  for 
him  .?'  — '  How   should  I   know  ?'    says   he.  — 
'  You  're  a  purty  boot-maker,'  says  I,  '  not  to 
know  how  to  make  a  priest's  boot!' — 'How  do  I 
know  his  size  ?^  says  he. — '  Oh,  don't  be  comin' 
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off  that  a- way 5'  says  I.  '  There  's  no  sitch 
great  differ  betune  priests  and  other  min  !' " 

"  I  think  you  were  very  right  there,"  said 
the  pale  traveller. 

"  To  be  sure,  sir,"  said  Rory ;  "  and  it  was 
only  jist  a  come  off  for  his  own  ignorance.  — 
*  Tell  me  his  size,*  says  the  fellow,  '  and  I  '11  fit 
him.'  —  '  He 's  betune  five  and  six  fut,'  says  I. 
— '  Most  men  are,'  says  he,  laughin'  at  me. 
He  was  an  impidint  fellow. — '  It 's  not  the 
five,  nor  six,  but  his  two  feet  I  want  to  know 
the  size  of,'  says  he.  So  I  persaived  he  was 
jeerin'  me,  and  says  I,  '  Why,  thin,  you  disre- 
spectful vagabone  o'  the  world,  you  Dublin 
jackeen !  do  you  mane  to  insinivate  that  Father 
Kinshela  ever  wint  barefutted  in  his  life,  that 
I  could  know  the  size  of  his  fut,'  says  I ;  and 
with  that  I  threw  the  boots  in  his  face.  '  Take 
that,'  says  I,  '  you  dirty  thief  o'  the  world  ! 
you  impidint  vagabone  of  the  world  !  you 
ignorant  citizen  o'  the  world  !'  And  with  that 
1  left  the  place?" 
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The  traveller  laughed  outright  at  the  ab- 
surdity of  Rory's  expectation  that  well-fitting 
boots  for  all  persons  were  to  be  made  by  in- 
tuition, 

"  'Faith,  I  thought  it  would  plaze  you," 
said  Rory.  "  Don't  you  think  I  sarved  him 
right  ?" 

"  You  astonished  him,  I  dare  say." 

"  I  '11  engage  I  did.  Wanting  to  humbug 
me  that  way,  taking  me  for  a  nath'ral  bekase  I 
come  from  the  counthry  !" 

"  Oh,  I  'm  not  sure  of  that,"  said  the  travel- 
ler. "  It  is  their  usual  practice  to  take  mea- 
sure of  their  customers." 

"  Is  it,  thin  ?" 

"  It  really  is." 

"  See  that,  now  !"  said  Rory  with  an  air  of 
triumph.  "  You  would  think  that  they  wor 
cleverer  in  the  town  than  in  the  counthry  ;  and 
they  ought  to  be  so,  by  all  accounts  ; — but  in 
the  regard  of  what  I  towld  you,  you  see,  we  're 
before  them  intirely." 

"  How  so  ?"  said  the  traveller. 
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"  Arrah  !  bekase  they  never  throuble  people 
in  the  counthry  at  all  with  takin'  their  measure; 
but  you  jist  go  to  a  fair,  and  bring  your  fut 
along  with  you,  and  somebody  else  dhrives  a 
cartful  o'  brogues  into  the  place,  and  there  you 
sarve  yourself;  and  so  the  man  gets  his  money 
and  you  get  your  shoes,  and  every  one 's  plazed. 
Now,  isn't  that  betther  than  sitch  botches  as 
thim  in  Dublin,  that  must  have  the  measure, 
and  keep  you  waitin'  ?  while  in  the  counthry 
there's  no  delay  in  life,  but  it's  jist  down  with 
your  money  and  off  with  your  brogues  !" 

"  On  with  your  brogues,  you  mean  ?"  said 
the  traveller. 

"  No,  indeed,  now  !"  said  Rory  ;  "  you  're 
out  there.  Sure  we  wouldn't  be  so  wasteful  as 
to  put  on  a  bran  new  pair  o'  brogues  to  go 
lickin'  the  road  home  ?  —  no,  in  throth  ;  we 
keep  them  for  the  next  dance  we  're  goin'  to, 
or  maybe  to  go  to  chapel  of  a  Sunday." 

"  And  if  you  don't  put  them  on,  how  can 
you  tell  they  fit  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  they  're  all  alike  !" 
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"  But  what  would  you  do,  when  you  wanted 
to  go  to  your  dance,  if  you  found  your  brogues 
were  too  small  ?" 

"  Oh,  that  niver  happens.  They  're  all  fine 
aisy  shoes." 

^'  Well,  but  if  they  prove  too  easy  ?" 

"  That 's  aisy  cured,"  said  Rory  :  "  stuff  a 
thrifle  o'  hay  into  them,  like  the  MuUingar 
heifers." 

"  MuUingar  heifers !"  said  the  traveller, 
rather  surprised  by  the  oddity  of  the  expres- 
sion. 

"  Yes,  sir,"'  said  Rory  ;  "  did  you  niver 
hear  of  the  MuUingar  heifers  ?'' 

'*  Never." 

"  Why,  you  see,  sir,  the  women  in  West- 
meath,  they  say,  is  thick  in  the  legs,  God  help 
them,  the  craythurs  !  and  so  there  's  a  saying 
again  thim,  '  You  're  beef  to  the  heels,  like  a 
MulUngar  heifer.' " 

"  Oh  !  I  perceive."" 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  it 's  all  on  account  of  what 
I  towld  you  about  the  hay." 
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*'  How  ?*"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Why,  there 's  an  owld  joke  you  may  take 
a  turn  out  of,  if  you  like,  whin  you  see  a  girl 
that 's  thick  in  the  fetlock  —  you  call  afther 
her  and  say,  '  Young  woman  !'  She  turns 
round,  and  then  says  you,  '  1  beg  your  pardon, 
ma^am,  but  I  think  you  Ve  used  to  wear  hay 
in  your  shoes.'  Thin,  if  she 's  innocent,  she  '11 
ask  *  Why  ^  —  and  thin  you  11  say,  '  Be- 
kase  the  calves  has  run  down  your  legs  to 
get  at  it."" 

"  I  see,"  said  the  stranger  ;^*  that  is,  if  she's 
innocent." 

"  Yis,  sir — simple  I  mane;  but  that  seldom 
happens,  for  they  're  commonly  up  to  you, 
and  'cute  enough." 

"  Now,  in  case  she's  not  innocent,  as  you 
say  T''  said  the  traveller. 

"  'Faith  !  maybe  it 's  a  sharp  answer  you  '11 
get  thin,  or  none.  It 's  as  like  as  not  she 
may  say,  '  Thank'ee,  young  man,  my  calf 
doesn't  like  hay,  and  so  you're  welkim  to  it 
yourself.'''* 


42  KORY    O'MORE. 

"  But  all  this  time,"  said  the  traveller, 
"  you  have  not  told  me  of  your  reasons  for 
getting  the  gridirons." 

"  Oh  !  wait  a  bit,''  said  Rory  ;  "  sure  it 's 
that  I  'm  comin'  to.     Where's  this  I  was?" 

"  You  were  running  down  the  MuUingar 
girls'  legs,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  I  see  you  're  sharp  at  an  answer  yourself, 
sir,"  said  Rory.  "  But  what  I  mane  is,  where 
did  I  lave  off  tellin'  you  about  the  present  for 
the  priest  ? — wasn't  it  at  the  bootmaker's  shop  ? 
—  yes,  that  was  it.  Well,  sir,  on  laving  the 
shop,  as  soon  as  I  kem  to  myself  afther  the  fel- 
low's impidince,  I  begun  to  think  what  was  the 
next  best  thing  I  could  get  for  his  reverence ; 
and  with  that,  while  I  was  thinkin'  about  it, 
I  seen  a  very  respectable  owld  gintleman  goin' 
by,  with  the  most  beautiful  stick  in  his  hand  I 
ever  set  my  eyes  on,  and  a  goolden  head  to  it 
that  was  worth  its  weight  in  goold  ;  and  it  gev 
him  such  an  iligant  look  altogether,  that  says 
I  to  myself,  '  It 's  the  very  thing  for  Father 
Kinshela,  if  I  could  get  sitch  another.'    And  so 
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I  wint  lookin'  about  me  every  shop  I  seen  as 
I  wint  by,  and  at  last,  in  a  sthreet  they  call 
Dame  Sthreet — and,  by  the  same  token,  I  didn't 
know  why  they  called  it  Dame  Sthreet  till  I 
ax'd  ;  and  I  was  towld  they  called  it  Dame 
Sthreet  bekase  the  ladies  were  so  fond  o'  walkin' 
there  ; — and  lovely  craythurs  they  wor  f  and  I 
can't  b'lieve  that  the  town  is  such  an  onwhole- 
some  place  to  live  in,  for  most  o'  the  ladies  I 
seen  there  had  the  most  beautiful  rosy  cheeks 
I  ever  clapt  my  eyes  upon  —  and  the  beautiful 
rowlin'  eyes  o'  them !  Well,  it  was  in  Dame 
Sthreet,  as  I  was  sayin',  that  I  kem  to  a  shop 
where  there  was  a  power  o'  sticks,  and  so  I 
wint  in  and  looked  at  thim  ;  and  a  man  in  the 
place  kem  to  me  and  ax'd  me  if  I  wanted  a 
cane?  '  No,'  says  I,  '  I  don't  want  a  cane; 
it's  a  stick  I  want,'  says  I.  '  A  cane,  you 
mane^  says  he.  *  No,'  says  I,  '  it 's  a  stick  ' — 
for  I  was  detarmined  to  have  no  cane,  but  to 
stick  to  the  stick.  '  Here  's  a  nate  one,'  says 
he.  '  I  don't  want  a  nate  one,'  says  I,  '  but  a 
responsible  one,'  says  I.     '  Faith  !'  says  he,  '  if 
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an  Irishman's  stick  was  responsible,  it  would 
have  a  great  dale  to  answer  for'  —  and  he 
laughed  a  power.  I  didn't  know  myself  what 
he  meant,  but  that's  what  he  said." 

"  It  was  because  you  asked  for  a  responsible 
stick,"  said  the  traveller. 

*'  And  why  wouldn't  I,"  said  Rory,  "  when 
it  was  for  his  reverence  I  wanted  it  ?  Why 
wouldn't  he  have  a  nice-lookin',  respectable,* 
responsible  stick  .f'" 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Well,  I  picked  out  one  that  looked  to  my 
likin'  —  a  good  substantial  stick,  with  an  ivory 
top  to  it — for  I  seen  that  the  goold-headed  ones 
was  so  dear  I  couldn't  come  up  to  them  ;  and  so 
says  I,  '  Give  me  a  howldo'  that,'  says  I  —  and 
I  tuk  a  grip  iv  it.  I  never  was  so  surprised  in 
my  life.  I  thought  to  get  a  good,  brave  hand- 
ful of  a  solid  stick,  but,  my  dear,  it  was  well 
it  didn't  fly  out  o'  my  hand  a'most,  it  was  so 
light.     '  Phew  !'  says  I,  '  what  sort  of  a  stick 

*  Responsible  is  always  applied  by  the  Irish  peasantry 
in  the  sense  of  respectable. 
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is  this  ?*     '  I  tell  you  it 's  not  a  stick,  but  a 
cane,'  savs  he.     '  'Faith  !  I  b'lieve  you,**  says  I. 
'  You  see  how  good  and  light  it  is,'  says  he. 
Think  o'  that,  sir  !  —  to  call  a  stick  good  and 
light  —  as  if  there  could  be  any  good  in  life  in 
a  stick  that  wasn't  heavy,   and  could  sthreck  a 
good  blow  !     '  Is  it  jokin'  you   are  .^'  says  I. 
«  Don't  you  feel  it  yourself.?'  says  he.  '  Throth,  I 
can  hardly  feel  it  at  all,'  says  I.     '  Sure  that 's 
the  beauty  of  it,'  says  he.     Think  o'  the  igno- 
rant vagabone  !  —  to  call  a  stick  a  beauty  that 
was  as  light  a'most  as  a  bulrush  !    '  And  so  you 
can  hardly  feel  it !'  says  he,  grinnin'.    '  Yis,  in- 
deed,' says  I ;  '  and  what 's  worse,  I  don't  think 
I  could  make  any  one  else  feel  it  either.'    '  Oh! 
you  want  a  stick  to  bate  people  with !'  says  he. 
'  To  be  sure,'  says  I  ;  '  sure  that 's  the  use  of 
a  stick.'     *  To  knock  the  sinses  out  o'  people  !' 
says  he,  grinnin'  again.     '  Sartinly,'  says  I,  *  if 
they  're  saucy'  —  lookin'   hard   at   him    at   the 
same  time.    '  Well,  these  is  only  walkin'- sticks,' 
says    he.       '  Throth,    you    may    say    runnin- 
sticks,'  says  I,   '  for  you   daren't  stand  before 
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any  one  with  sich  a  thraneen  as  that  in  your 
fist .'  '  Well,  pick  out  the  heaviest  o"*  them 
you  plaze,"*  says  he ;  '  take  your  choice/  So 
I  wint  pokin**  and  rummagin'  among  thim, 
and,  if  you  believe  me,  there  wasn't  a  stick  in 
their  whole  shop  worth  a  kick  in  the  shins  — 
divil  a  one  !" 

"  But  why  did  you  require  such  a  heavy 
stick  for  the  priest  ?*" 

"  Bekase  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  parish 
wants  it  more,""  said  Rory. 

"  Is  he  so  quarrelsome,  then  ?"  asked  the 
traveller. 

"  No,  but  the  greatest  o**  pacemakers,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Then  what  does  he  want  the  heavy  stick 
for  ?" 

"  For  wallopin'  his  flock,  to  be  sure,""  said 
Rory. 

"  Walloping  V""  said  the  traveller,  choking 
with  laughter. 

"  Oh  !  you  may  laugh,"  said  Rory ;  "  but, 
'pon  my  sowl !  you  wouldn't  laugh  if  you  wor 
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undher  his  hand,  for  he  has  a  brave  heavy  one, 
God  bless  him  and  spare  him  to  us !" 

"  And  what  is  all  this  walloping  for  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  whin  we  have  a  bit  of  a  fight, 
for  fun,  or  the  regular  faction  one,  at  the  fair, 
bis  reverence  sometimes  hears  of  it,  and  comes 
av  coorse/"* 

"  Good  God  V  said  the  traveller  in  real 
astonishment,  "  does  the  priest  join  the  bat- 
tle ?" 

"  No,  no,  no,  sir  !  I  see  you  're  quite  a 
sthranger  in  the  counthry.  The  priest  join 
it !  —  Oh  !  by  no  manes.  But  he  comes  and 
stops  it ;  and,  av  coorse,  the  only  way  he  can 
stop  it  is,  to  ride  into  thim,  and  wallop  thim 
all  round  before  him,  and  disparse  thim  — 
scatther  thim  like  chaff  before  the  wind ; 
and  it 's  the  best  o'  sticks  he  requires  for  that 
same." 

"  But  might  he  not  have  his  heavy  stick 
on  purpose  for  that  service,  and  make  use  of  a 
lighter  one  on  other  occasions  ?" 

"  As    for    that   matther,    sir,"    said    Rory, 
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"  there 's  no  knowin*  the  minit  he  might  want 
it,  for  he  is  often  necessiated  to  have  recoorse 
to  it.  It  might  be,  going  through  the  village, 
the  public-house  is  too  full,  and  in  he  goes  and 
dhrives  thim  out.  Oh  !  it  would  delight  your 
heart  to  see  the  style  he  clears  a  public-house 
in,  in  no  time  !" 

"  But  wouldn't  his  speaking  to  them  an- 
swer the  purpose  as  well  ?" 

"  Oh  no  !  he  doesn't  like  to  throw  away 
his  discoorse  on  thim  ;  and  why  should  he  ? 
—  he  keeps  that  for  the  blessed  althar  on  Sun- 
day, which  is  a  fitter  place  for  it :  besides,  he 
does  not  like  to  be  sevare  on  us." 

"  Severe !"  said  the  traveller  in  surprise ; 
"  why,  haven't  you  said  that  he  thrashes  you 
round  on  all  occasions  ?" 

"  Yis,  sir  ;  but  what  o'  that  ?  —  sure  that 's 
nothin'to  his  tongue — his  words  is  like  swoords 
or  razhors,  I  may  say  :  we  're  used  to  a  lick  of 
a  stick  every  day,  but  not  to  sich  language 
as  his  reverence  sometimes  murthers  us  with 
whin  we  displaze  him.     Oh  !  it's  terrible,  so 
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it  is,  to  have  the  weight  of  his  tongue  on 
you  !  Throth !  I  'd  rather  let  him  bate  me 
from  this  till  to-morrow,  than  have  one  angry 
word  from  him." 

"  I  see,  then,  he  must  have  a  heavy  stick," 
said  the  traveller. 

"  To  be  sure  he  must,  sir,  at  all  times  ;  and 
that  was  the  raison  I  was  so  particular  in  the 
shop ;  and  afther  spendin"*  over  an  hour — would 
you  Vlieve  it  ?  —  divil  a  stick  I  could  get  in  the 
place  fit  for  a  child,  much  less  a  man  —  all 
poor  contimptible  things ;  and  so  the  man  I 
was  talkin'  to  says  to  me  at  last,  '  It 's  odd 
that  in  all  these  sticks  there  is  not  one  to  plaze 
you."*  *  You  know  nothin'  about  it,'  says  I. 
'  You  'd  betther  be  off,  and  take  up  no  more  o' 
my  time,'  says  he.  '  As  for  your  time,'  says  I, 
'  I'd  be  sorry  to  idle  anybody ;  but  in  the 
regard  of  knowin'  a  stick,  I  '11  give  up  to  no 
man,'  says  I.  '  Look  at  that !'  says  I,  howld- 
in'  up  my  own  purty  bit  o'  blackthorn  I  had 
in  my  fist.  '  Would  you  compare  your  owld 
batther'd  stick,'  says  he,  —  (there  was  a  few 
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chips  out  of  it,  for  it  is  an  owld  friend,  as 
you  may  see,)  —  '  would  you  compare  it,"* 
says  he,  '  to  this  ? '  —  howldin'  up  one  of  his 
bulrushes.  '  By  gor,'  says  I, '  if  you  like  to  thry 
a  turn  with  me,  I  '11  let  you  know  which  is 
the  best !'  says  I.  '  You  know  nothin'  about 
it,'  says  he  — ^  this  is  the  best  o'  sugar  canes/ 
'  By  my  sowl,  thin  !'  says  I,  '  you  '11  get 
no  sugar  out  o'  this,  I  promise  you  !  —  but 
at  the  same  time,  the  divil  a  sweeter  bit  o'  tim- 
ber in  the  wide  world  than  the  same  black- 
thorn —  and  if  you  'd  like  to  taste  it  you  may 
thry.'  '  No,'  says  he  ;  '  I'm  no  happy  cure,"*  — 
(or  somethin'  he  said  about  cure.)  '  Thin  if 
you're  not  aisy  to  cure,'  says  I,  '  you'd  bet- 
ther  not  fight  ;"*  which  is  thrue — and  some  men 
is  unwholesome,  and  mustn't  fight  by  raison  of 
it — and,  indeed,  it 's  a  great  loss  to  a  man  who 
hasn't  flesh  that  ''s  aisy  to  hale." 

"  I  ''m  sure  of  it,"  said  the  traveller.     "  But 
about  the  gridiron .?" 

"  Sure  I  'm  tellin'  you  about  it,"  said  Rory ; 
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"  only  I  'm  not  come  to  it  yet.  "  You  see," 
continued  he,  "  I  was  so  disgusted  with  them 
shopkeepers  in  Dublin,  that  my  heart  was 
fairly  broke  with  their  ignorance,  and  I  seen 
they  knew  nothin'  at  all  about  what  I  wanted, 
and  so  I  came  away  without  anything  for  his 
reverence,  though  it  was  on  my  mind  all  this 
day  on  the  road;  and  comin'  through  the 
last  town  in  the  middle  o'  the  rain,  I  thought 
of  a  gridiron." 

"  A  very  natural  thing  to  think  of  in  a 
shower  of  rain,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  No,  't  wasn't  the  rain  made  me  think  of 
it  —  I  think  it  was  God  put  a  gridiron  in 
my  heart,  seein'  that  it  was  a  present  for  the 
priest  I  intended  ;  and  when  I  thought  of  it, 
it  came  into  my  head,  afther,  that  it  would  be 
a  fine  thing  to  sit  on,  for  to  keep  one  out  of  the 
rain,  that  was  ruinatin*  my  cordheroys  on  the 
top  o'  the  coach ;  so  I  kept  my  eye  out  as  we 
dhrove  along  up  the  sthreet,  and  sure  enough 
what  should  I  see  at  a  shop  half  way  down  the 
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town  but  a  gridiron  hanging  up  at  the  door  ! 
and  so  I  went  back  to  get  it." 

"  But  isn't  a  gridiron  an  odd  present  ?  — 
hasn''t  his  reverence  one  already  ?" 

"  He  had,  sir,  before  it  was  bruk,  —  but 
that  ''s  what  I  remembered,  for  I  happened  to 
be  up  at  his  place  one  day,  sittin'  in  the 
kitchen,  when  Molly  was  brilin'  some  mate 
an  it  for  his  reverence ;  and  while  she  jist 
turned  about  to  get  a  pinch  o'  salt  to  shake 
over  it,  the  dog  that  was  in  the  place  made 
a  dart  at  the  gridiron  on  the  fire,  and  threwn 
it  down,  and  up  he  whips  the  mate,  before 
one  of  us  could  stop  him.  With  that  Molly 
whips  up  the  gridiron,  and  says  she,  '  Bad 
luck  to  you,  you  disrespectful  baste!  would 
nothin'  sarve  you  but  the  priest''s  dinner?' 
and  she  made  a  crack  o'  the  gridiron  at  him. 
'  As  you  have  the  mate,  you  shall  have  the 
gridiron  too,'  says  she ;  and  with  that  she 
gave  him  such  a  rap  on  the  head  with  it, 
that   the   bars   flew  out  of  it,   and    his   head 
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went  through  it,  and  away  he  pulled  it  out 
of  her  hands,  and  ran  off  with  the  gridiron 
hangin'  round  his  neck  like  a  necklace  — 
and  he  went  mad  a'most  with  it;  for  though 
a  kettle  to  a  dog's  tail  is  nath'rel,  a  grid- 
iron round  his  neck  is  very  surprisin'  to  him  ; 
and  away  he  tatthered  over  the  counthry, 
till  there  wasn't  a  taste  o'  the  gridiron  left 
together." 

"  So  you  thought  of  supplying  its  place?" 
said  the  traveller. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Rory.  *'  I  don't  think  I 
could  do  betther." 

"  But  what  did  you  get  two  for  ?"  said  the 
traveller. 

"  Why,  sir,  when  I  thought  of  how«good  a 
sate  it  would  make,  I  thought  of  you  at  the 
same  time." 

"  That  was  very  kind  of  you,"  said  the  tra- 
veller, "  more  particularly  as  I  have  done  no- 
thing to  deserve  such  attention." 

"  You'll  excuse  me  there,  sir,  if  you  plaze," 
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said  Rory  ;  "  you  behaved  to  me,  sir,  like  a 
gintleman,  and  the  word  of  civility  is  never 
thrown  away." 

"  Every  gentleman,  I  hope,"  said  the  tra- 
veller, "  would  do  the  same." 

"  Every  rale  gintleman,  certainly,"  said 
Rory,  —  "but  there's  many  o'  them  that  calls 
themselves  gintlemen  that  doesn't  do  the  like, 
and  it 's  the  stiff  word  they  have  for  us,  and 
the  hard  word  maybe  —  and  they  think  good 
clothes  makes  all  the  differ,  jist  as  if  a  man 
hadn't  a  heart  undher  a  frieze  coat." 

*'  I  'm  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  the  traveller; 
"  but  I  hope  such  conduct  is  not  common." 

"  Throth  there 's  more  of  it  than  there  ought 
to  be,"  said  Rory.  "  But  thim  that  is  the  con- 
thrairy  is  never  losers  by  it  —  and  so  by  me 
and  you,  sir,  —  and  sure  it's  a  dirty  dog  I'd 
be,  to  see  the  gintleman  beside  me  sittin'  in 
wet,  that  gave  me  a  share  of  his  paraplew, 
and  the  civil  word,  that  is  worth  more  —  for 
the  hardest  rain  only  wets  the  body,  but  the 
hard  word  cuts  the  heart.' 
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"  I  have  reason  to  be  obliged  to  you,"  said 
the  traveller,  "  and  I  assure  you  I  am  so  ; 
but  I  should  like  to  know  what  you  '11  do  with 
the  second  gridiron." 

"  Oh,  I'll  engage  I'll  find  use  for  it,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Why,  indeed,"  said  the  traveller,  "  from 
the  example  you  have  given  of  your  readiness 
of  invention,  I  should  not  doubt  that  you  will, 
—  for  certainly,  you  have  made,  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  a  most  original  application  of  the 
utensil." 

"  'Faith,  I  daar  say,"  said  Rory,  "  we  are 
the  first  mortials  wor  ever  on  a  gridiron." 

"  Since  the  days  of  Saint  Laurence,"  said 
the  traveller. 

"  Why,  used  Saint  Larrance,  God  bless 
him  !  sit  on  a  gridiron  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  No,"  said  the  traveller ;  "but  he  Was 
broiled  upon  one." 

"  Oh  the  thieves  o'  the  world  to  brile  him  ! 
— and  did  they  ate  him  afther,  sir  ?" 

"  No,  no,*"  said  the  traveller,  — ''  they  otili/ 
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broiled  him.  But  I  thought  you  good  Catho- 
lics all  knew  about  the  martyrs  ?" 

"  And  so  we  do,  sir,  mostly  ;  —  but  1  never 
heerd  of  Saint  Larrance  afore ;  or  if  I  did,  I'm 
disremembered  of  it." 

"  But  you  do  know  about  most  of  them, 
you  say  ?" 

"  Oh  !  sartinly,  sir.  Sure  I  often  heer'd 
how  Saint  Stephen  was  hunted  up  and  down  ; 
which  is  the  raison  we  begin  to  hunt  always  on 
Saint  Stephen's  Day." 

"  You  forget  there,  too,"  said  the  traveller : 
"  Saint  Stephen  was  stoned." 

"  To  be  sure,  sir, — sure  I  know  he  was: 
didn't  I  say  they  run  afther  him  throwin' 
stones  at  him,  the  blackguards !  till  they 
killed  him—huntin'  him  for  his  life  ? — Oh,  thin 
but  wasn't  it  a  cruel  thing  to  be  a  saint  in  thim 
haythen  times,  to  be  runnin'  the  world  over, 
the  poor  marchers,  as  they  might  well  be 
called?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  traveller  ;  "  those  were  days 
of  trial  to  the  saints." 
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"  'Faith,  I  go  bail  they  never  gave  them 
any  thrial  at  all,"  said  Rory,  "  but  jist  murther- 
ed  them  without  judge  or  jury,  the  vaga- 
bones ! — though,  indeed,  for  the  matther  o*  that, 
neither  judge  or  jury  will  do  a  man  much 
good  while  there  's  false  witnesses  to  be  had 
to  swear  what  they  're  paid  for,  and  maybe 
the  jury  and  the  judge  only  too  ready  to 
b'lieve  them ;  and  maybe  a  boy  is  hanged  in 
their  own  minds  before  he  's  put  on  his  thrial 
at  all,  unless  he  has  a  good  friend  in  some 
great  man  who  doesn't  choose  to  let  him  die." 

"  Is  it  possible,"  asked  the  traveller,  "  that 
they  manage  matters  here  in  this  way  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  they  do,  sir ;  —  and  why 
wouldn't  a  gintleman  take  care  of  his  people 
if  it  was  plazin'  to  him  ?" 

"  It  is  the  laws  and  not  the  gentleman 
should  be  held  in  respect,"  said  the  traveller: 
"  the  poor  man's  life  should  never  depend 
upon  the  rich  man's  pleasure." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  PEEP  INTO  IRELAND  FORTY  YEARS  AGO. HINTS  FOR 

CHARGING  JURIES. EVERY  LANDLORD  HIS  OWN  LAW- 
GIVER.  PRIDE  OF  BIRTH. A  JOCULAR  PRINCE  ON 

FOOT,  AND  A  POPULAR  PEER  ON  HORSEBACK. 

A  TRAIN  of  musing,  on  the  traveller's  part, 
rapidly  succeeded  his  last  remark  ;  and  as  he 
went  jolting-  along  unconsciously  over  the 
wretched  road,  he  was  mentally  floundering 
through  the  deep  ruts  of  political  specula- 
tion, and  looking  forward,  through  the  warm 
haze  which  a  young  imagination  flings  round 
its  objects,  to  that  happier  time  when  Ireland 
should  enjoy  a  loftier  position  than  that  im- 
plied by  what  Rory  O'More  had  said.  But, 
alas !  instead  of  this  brilliant  advent,  blood 
and  crime,  and  all  the  fiercer  passions  that 
degrade   human    nature,    making    man    more 
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like  a  demon  than  a  human  being,  were  the 
futurity  which  Ireland  was  doomed  to  expe- 
rience ;  and  while  the  enthusiasm  of  the  young 
traveUer  looked  forward  to  the  heights  where 
his  imagination  enthroned  his  country's  for- 
tunes, he  overlooked  and  saw  not  the  valley 
of  blood  that  lay  between. 

And  forty  years  (almost  half  a  century) 
have  passed  away  since  the  young  enthusiast 
indulged  in  his  vision,  and  still  is  Ireland  the 
theme  of  fierce  discussion. 

It  was  Rory  O'More's  remark  upon  the  na- 
ture of  j  udicial  trials  in  Ireland  that  had  start- 
ed the  traveller  on  his  train  of  musing.  An 
Irishman  by  birth,  he  had  long  been  absent 
from  his  native  land,  and  was  not  aware  of  its 
internal  details ;  and  that  such  a  state  of  feud- 
ality as  that  implied  by  Ror^'s  observation 
could  exist  in  Ireland,  while  England  enjoyed 
the  fullest  measure  of  her  constitution,  might 
well  surprise  him  : — but  so  it  was. 

The  period  to  which  this   relates  was  1797, 
when  distrust,  political  prejudice,  and  religious 


60  RORY    O'MORE. 

rancour,  were  the  terrible  triumvirate  that  as- 
sumed dominion  over  men's  minds.  In  such  a 
state  of  things,  the  temple  of  justice  could 
scarcely  be  called  a  sanctuary,  and  shelter  was 
to  be  found  rather  beneath  the  mantle  of  per- 
sonal influence  than  under  the  ermine  of  the 
judge.  Even  to  this  day,  in  Ireland,  feudal  in- 
fluence is  in  existence;  but  forty  years  ago,  it 
superseded  the  laws  of  the  land. 

So  much  was  this  the  case,  that  it  is  worth 
recording  an  anecdote  of  the  period  which  is 
fact :  the  names  it  is  unnecessary  to  give. 

A  certain  instance  of  brutal  assault,  caus- 
ing loss  of  life,  had  occurred,  so  aggravated  in 
its  character  that  the  case  almost  amounted  to 
murder,  and  the  off'ender,  who  stood  his  trial 
for  the  offence,  it  was  expected,  would  be  sen- 
tenced to  transportation,  should  he  escape  the 
forfeiture  of  his  life  to  the  law.  The  evidence 
on  his  trial  was  clear  and  convincing,  and  all 
attempts  at  defence  had  failed,  and  the  persons 
assembled  in  the  court  anticipated  a  v^dict  of 
guilty  on   the   heaviest   counts   in   the  indict- 
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ment.  The  prosecution  and  defence  had  clos- 
ed, and  the  judge  had  nearly  summed  up  the 
evidence,  and  was  charging  the  jury  directly 
against  the  prisoner,  when  a  bustle  was  per- 
ceived in  the  body  of  the  court.  The  judge 
ordered  the  crier  to  command  silence,  and  that 
officer  obeyed  his  commands  without  pro- 
ducing any  eflPect.  The  judge  was  about  to 
direct  a  second  and  more  peremptory  command 
for  silence,  when  a  note  was  handed  up  to  the 
bench,  and  the  judge  himself,  instead  of  issuing 
his  command  for  silence,  became  silent  himself, 
and  perused  the  note  with  great  attention.  He 
pursued  his  charge  to  the  jury  no  further,  but 
sent  up  a  small  slip  of  paper  to  the  foreman, 
who  forthwith  held  some  whispered  counsel 
with  his  brother  jurors  ;  and  when  their  heads, 
that  had  been  huddled  together  in  consultation, 
separated,  and  they  resumed  their  former  posi- 
tions, the  judge  then  continued  his  address  to 
them  thus.  — 

"  I  Have  endeavoured  to  point  out  to  you, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  the  doubts  of  this  case, 
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but  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  proceed  any 
further  ;  —  I  have  such  confidence  in  your  dis- 
crimination and  good  sense,  that  I  now  leave 
the  case  entirely  in  your  hands :  —  if  you  are 
of  opinion  that  what  you  have  been  ptit  in  pos- 
session of  in  the  prisoner''s  favour  counter- 
balances the  facts  sworn  to  against  him,  you 
will  of  course  acquit  him— and  any  doubts  you 
have,  I  need  not  tell  you  should  be  thrown  into 
the  scale  of  mercy.  It  is  the  proud  pre-emi- 
nence, gentlemen,  of  our  criminal  laws — laws, 
gentlemen,  which  are  part  and  parcel  of  the 
glorious  constitution,  that  is  the  wonder  and 
the  envy  of  surrounding  nations,  that  a  pri- 
soner is  to  have  the  benefit  of  every  doubt ; 
and  therefore,  if  you  think  proper,  of  course 
you  will  find  the  prisoner  not  guilty." 

'•  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  the  foreman  of 
the  jury,  "  we  are  of  your  lordship's  opinion, 
and  we  say  not  guilty." 

The  fact  was,  the  great  man  of  the  dis- 
trict where  the  crime  had  been  committed, 
whose  serf  the  prisoner  was,  had  sent  up  his 
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compliments  to  the  judge  and  jury,  stating 
the  prisoner  to  be  a  most  useful  person  to 
him,  and  that  he  would  feel  extremely  obliged 
if  they  would  acquit  him.  This  ruffian  was 
a  sort  of  bold,  sporting,  dare-devil  charac- 
ter, whose  services  in  breaking-in  dogs,  and 
attending  his  master  and  his  parties  on  wild 
mountain-shooting  and  fishing  excursions,  were 
invaluable  to  the  squire,  and  human  life,  which 
this  fellow  had  sacrificed,  was  nothing  in  the 
scale  when  weighed  against  the  squire's  diver- 
sion. This  will  scarcely  be  credited  in  the 
present  day,  nevertheless  it  is  a  fact. 

Another  occurrence  of  the  time  shows  the 
same  disregard  of  the  law ;  though  the  case  is  by 
no  means  so  bad,  inasmuch  as  the  man  was  only 
taken  up  for  an  offence,  but  was  not  tried — he 
was  only  rescued  to  save  him  that  trouble.  He 
had  committed  some  offence  which  entitled  him 
to  a  lodging  in  the  county  gaol,  and  was  ac- 
cordingly taken  into  custody  by  the  proper 
authorities  ;  but,  as  the  county  town  was  too 
distant  to  send  him  to  at  once,  he  was  handed 
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over  to  the  care  of  a  military  detachment  that 
occupied  a  small  village  in  the  neighbourhood. 
To  the  little  barrack-yard  or  guard-house  of 
this  outpost  he  was  committed  ;  but  he  did 
not  remain  there  long,  for  his  mountain  friends 
came  down  in  great  numbers  and  carried  him 
off  in  triumph,  having  forced  the  barracks. 
The  moment  the  colonel  of  the  regiment,  a 
detachment  of  which  occupied  the  post,  re- 
ceived intelligence  of  the  circumstance,  he 
marched  the  greater  part  of  his  men  to  the 
place,  vowing  he  would  drag  the  prisoner  who 
had  been  committed  to  the  care  of  his  troops 
from  the  very  heart  of  his  mountains,  and 
that  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child  should 
be  spared  who  dared  to  protect  him  from  cap- 
ture. While  the  colonel,  who  was  an  English- 
man, was  foaming  with  indignation  at  this 
contempt  of  all  order  displayed  by  the  Irish, 
Mr.  French  waited  upon  him  and  asked  him 
to  dinner.  The  English  colonel  said,  he  would 
be  most  happy  at  any  other  time,  but  at  pre- 
sent   it   was   impossible ;  —  that    if  he   could. 
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he  would  neither  eat,  drink,  nor  sleep  till  he 
had  vindicated  the  laws. 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  My  dear  sir,''  said  Mr. 
French,  "  it  is  all  very  well  to  talk  about  the 
laws  in  England,  but  they  know  nothing  about 
them  here." 

"  Then  it 's  time,  sir,  they  should  be  taught," 
said  the  colonel. 

"  Well,  don't  be  in  a  hurry,  at  least,  my 
dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  French.  "  I  assure  you 
the  poor  people  mean  no  disrespect  to  the 
laws ;  it  is  in  pure  ignorance  they  have  made 
this  mistake." 

"  Mistake  !"  said  the  colonel. 

"  'Pon  my  soul !  nothing  more,"  said  Mr. 
French  ;  "  and  if  you  think  to  make  them 
wise  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  you  '11  find 
yourself  mistaken  :  you  '11  have  the  whole  coun- 
try in  an  uproar,  and  do  no  good  after  all; 
for  once  these  fellows  have  given  you  the  slip, 
you  might  as  well  go  hunt  after  mountain- 
goats." 

"  But,  consistently  with  my  duty,  sir — " 
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"  Your  duty  will  keep  till  to-morrow,  colo- 
nel dear,  and  you  '11  meet  three  or  four  other 
magistrates,  as  well  as  me,  at  my  house,  who 
will  tell  you  the  same  that  I  have  done.  You'll 
be  wiser  to-morrow,  depend  upon  it :  —  so  come 
home  with  me  to  dinner." 

The  colonel,  who  was  a  man  of  deliberation, 
rode  home  with  Mr.  French,  who  talked  him 
over  as  they  went  along  : — "  You  see,  my  dear 
sir,  how  is  it  possible  you  should  know  the 
people  as  well  as  we  do  ?  Believe  me,  every 
landlord  knows  his  own  tenantry  best,  and  we 
make  it  a  point  here  never  to  interfere  with 
each  other  in  that  particular.  Now,  the  fel- 
low they  took  away  from  your  men " 

"  Curse  them  !"  said  the  colonel. 

"  Keep  yourself  cool,  my  dear  colonel.  That 
fellow,  for  instance  —  now  he  is  one  of  Blake's 
men  :  and  if  Blake  wants  the  fellow  to  be 
hanged,  he  ""ll  send  him  in  to  you." 

"  Send  him  in  !  — why,  sir,  if  my  regiment 
could  not  keep  the  rascal,  what  chance  has 
Mr.  Blake  of  making  him  prisoner  .^" 
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"  I  said  nothing,  colonel,  of  making  him 
prisoner  :  I  said,  and  still  say,  that  if  Blake 
wants  him  to  be  hanged,  he  11  send  him  in.''' 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,  my  good  sir,  that 
he  '11  desire  him  to  come  in  and  be  hanged  ?'* 

"  Precisely." 

"  And  will  he  come  ?"*' 

"  Most  undoubtedly,  if  Blake  desires  him." 

The  colonel  dined  with  Mr.  French  that 
day :  the  day  following  the  regiment  was 
marched  back  to  head-quarters  —  and  Blake 
did  Jiot  send  in  his  man  to  be  hanged.  So 
much  for  feudality  ! 

But  the  young  traveller  knew  not  these  facts, 
and  he  was  awakened  from  the  reverie  in  which 
he  was  indulging  by  the  blowing  of  a  long 
tin  horn,  announcing  the  arrival  of  the  coach 
at  a  dirty  little  town,  where  it  was  to  stop 
for  the  night.  It  drove  up  to  what  was  call- 
ed a  hotel,  round  the  door  of  which,  though 
still  raining  heavily,  a  crowd  of  beggars  stood, 
so  thick,  that  the  passengers  could  hard- 
ly  press   their    way    through    them    into   the 
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house ;  and  while  they  were  thus  struggling 
for  admittance,  obstreperous  prayers  assailed 
their  ears  on  all  sides,  in  horrid  discord  and 
strange  variety — for  their  complaints  and  their 
blessings  became  so  jumbled  together  as  to 
produce  a  ludicrous  effect.  There  were  blind 
and  lame,  broken  bones,  widows  and  orphans, 
&c.  &c. 

"  Pity  the  blind  i  and  may  you  never  see — " 

"  To-morrow  morning  won't  find  me  alive  if 
you  don't  relieve — " 

"  The  guard  will  give  me  something,  your 
honour,  if  you  11  only  bid  him — " 

"  Be  quiet,  you  divil !  and  don't  taze  the 
gintleman  !     Sure  he  has — " 

"  Three  fatherless  childher — "" 

"  And  broke  his  two  legs — " 

"  That  is  stone  blind—" 

"  And  met  a  dhreadful  accident  !  —  and*  sure 
the  house  fell  on  him,  and  he  *s  lyin'  undher  it 
these  three  weeks  without  a  bit  to  ate,  but — " 

"  Three  fatherless  childher  and  a  dissolute 
widow — " 
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"  Lying  on  the  broad  of  her  back,  with  no- 
thing on  her  but — " 

"  The  small-pox,  your  honour !" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  !  let  me  pass,"  said  the 
young  traveller,  who  had  a  horror  of  the  small- 
pox;  and  pressing  through  the  crowd  that 
environed  him  into  the  house,  he  entered  the 
first  room  he  saw,  and  suddenly  closed  the 
door  behind  him. 

As  s<t)n,  however,  as  he  recovered  his  first 
alarm  at  the  mention  of  the  terrible  disease 
he  so  much  dreaded,  he  called  for  the  waiter 
and  made  inquiries  for  Rory.  Finding  he  was 
in  the  house,  he  sent  him  a  message  to  say  he 
would  be  glad  to  see  him  ;  and  on  Rory  mak- 
ing his  appearance,  he  requested  him  to  be 
seated,  and  asked  him  would  he  have  some- 
thing to  drink  ? 

Rory  declined  it,  until  the  traveller  said  that 
he  himself  would  join  him  in  a  potation  after 
their  wetting;  and  when  Rory  understood  that 
the  traveller  meant  they  should  sit  down  to- 
gether over  their  glasses,  he  accepted  the  offer 
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with  modest  thankfulness,  and  expressed  his 
acknowledgment  for  the  honour  done  him  by 
his  travelling  companion. 

In  the  course  of  their  conversation,  the  young 
traveller  found,  that  with  all  the  apparent  sim- 
plicity of  Rory,  he  was  not  deficient  in  intelli- 
gence, and  that  the  oddity  of  the  incidents  in 
which  he  had  described  himself  as  being  an 
actor  arose  more  from  the  novelty  of  his  posi- 
tion in  a  large  city  than  in  any  inher&nt  stu- 
pidity. He  became  possessed  of  his  name  also, 
and  Rory  could  not  help  showing  his  pride  in 
having  one  so  good;  for  while  he  affected  to 
laugh  at  his  proud  descent,  it  was  quite  clear 
he  had  a  firm  belief  in  it. 

"  I  suppose,  sir,  you  have  heerd  tell  of  one 
Rory  O'More  in  the  owld  times  ?"* 

"  Yes, — King  of  Leinster,  you  mean." 

"  So  they  say,  sir,  —  that  he  and  his  people 
before  him  wor  kings  time  out  o  mind,  until 
bad  fortune  came  to  thim  and  they  went  to 
the  bad  entirely;    and  the  English  dhruv  thim 
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out,  bekaze  they  had  a  way  of  puttin'  between 
people;  and  while  they  were  squabblin'  one 
with  the  other,  the  English  used  to  come  in 
and  do  them  both  out  — like  the  owld  story  of 
the  lawyer  and  the  oysthers.  Well,  when 
once  they  were  dhruv  out,  they  went  witherin' 
and  dwindlin'  down  by  degrees,  and  at  last 
they  hadn't  a  fut  of  land  left  thim,  nor  even  a 
house  over  their  heads,  and  so  we  wor  reduced 
that  way,  sir."" 

"  Then  you  consider  yourself  the  descendant 
of  the  O'More  ?"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Throth,  sir,  and  they  say  that  we  are  the 
owld  O'Mores  —  but  sure  I  laugh  at  it." 

"  But  wouldn't  you  be  angry  if  any  one  else 
laughed  at  it  ?" 

"  I  dunna  but  I  might,"  said  Rory,  with 
much  ingenuousness. 

"  And  why  do  you  laugh  at  it  then  V 

"  Why,  afther  all,  sir,  sure  it 's  quare  enough 
for  a  man  to  be  talkin"*  of  his  great  relations 
that  was  formerly,  when  at  this  present  he  is 
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only  a  poor  workin'  man  ;  and  if  I  was  ever  so 
much  the  thriie  discindant  of  Rory  O'More, 
sure  I  can't  forget  what  I  am  now.'' 

"  You  may  be  the  representative  of  the 
house  for  all  that,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Oh  !  as  for  the  house,"  said  Rory,  "  'pon 
my  sowl !  there  's  a  cruel  differ  there  betune 
us :  the  right  Rory  O'More  lived  in  Duna- 
maise  —  that  was  something  like  a  house  !  and 
I  have  only  a  poor  cabin  to  live  in." 

"  But  still  you  may  be  the  true  descendant 
of  the  right  Rory,  as  you  call  him,"  said  the 
traveller,  who  wished  to  probe  the  feelings  of 
the  peasant  on  this  subject,  and  discover  how 
far  the  pride  of  hirth  could  survive  loss  of 
station  :  and  he  was  pleased  to  discover  (for  he 
was  himself  of  high  descent)  that  ages  of  mis- 
fortune could  not  extinguish  the  fire  of  a  proud 
race ;  and  he  more  than  ever  felt  the  truth  of 
the  observation,  that  it  is  only  they  who  have 
no  ancestry  to  boast  of  who  affect  to  despise 
it. 

To  such  as  these,  or  those  to  whom  ancestral 
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power  as  well  as  name  has  descended, — or  to  the 
many  who  take  no  pleasure  in  tracing  to  their 
secret  sources  the  springs  of  action  and  feeling 
in  the  human  mind  and  heart, — it  may  seem 
incredible  that  a  poor  peasant  could  retain  the 
pride  of  birth  when  all  its  substantial  append- 
ages were  gone  :  — yet  so  it  was.  But  it  was 
a  pride  that  was  unobtrusive.  Circumstances 
had  modified  and  moulded  it  to  the  necessities 
of  the  peasant's  station :  he  was  respectful  in 
his  demeanour  to  all  whose  position  in  society 
was  better  than  his  own,  conscious  though  he 
might  be  of  their  inferior  blood  ;  and  while  he 
took  off  his  hat  to  some  wealthy  plebeian,  he 
never  considered  the  blood  of  the  O'Mores  to 
be  degraded.  The  fallen  fortunes  of  his  house 
were  not  a  subject  of  personal  regret  to  him  ; 
it  was  in  a  national  point  of  view  they  were 
lamented.  That  Ireland  had  lost  her  King  of 
Leinster  he  considered  a  misfortune ;  but  he 
never  for  a  moment  regretted  that  he,  his  heir, 
as  he  believed  himself  to  be,  (and  perhaps 
was,)  was   obliged   to    eat   potatoes   and   salt. 

VOL.  I.  E 
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But  of  the  fair  fame  of  the  O'More  he  was  as 
jealous  as  their  founder,  and  insult,  in  the 
remotest  degree,  roused  the  latent  feelings  of 
family  pride  in  his  bosom.  Not  the  great 
Rory  himself,  perched  on  his  castled  crag  of 
Dunamaise,  could  be  more  jealous  of  the  ho- 
nour of  his  house  than  his  humble  namesake 
in  his  thatched  cabin. 

The  young  traveller,  it  has  been  already 
said,  took  pleasure  in  making  manifest  this 
feeling  of  our  hero  ;  and  in  doing  so,  he  found 
that  Rory  had  a  provincial  as  well  as  personal 
pride  of  ancestry.  The  south,  Rory  protest- 
ed, "bet  all  Ireland  in  the  regard  of  high 
blood." 

"They  have  good  blood  in  the  north,  too," 
said  the  traveller. 

"  Oh,  they  may  have  a  thrifle  of  it ;  but 
it 's  not  of  the  rale  owld  sort — nothing  to  com- 
pare with  us." 

"  Do  you  forget  the  O'Neil  t"  said  the  tra- 
veller. 
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"  Oh,  that 's  good,  I  don't  deny,"  said  Rory 
— "  but  one  swallow  makes  no  summer." 

"But  I  can  count  more  than  one,"  said  the 
traveller:  ''there's  Talbot,  De  Lacy,  Fitz- 
gerald—" 

"  Oh,  murther  !  murther  !  sir  !  —  sure  thim 
is  only  invadhers,  and  not  the  owld  Irish  at 
all.  You  would  never  compare  thim  with 
the  O'Mores,  the  O'Dempsys,  the  O'Connells, 
the  O'Donaghues,  the  O'Shaughnessys  !" 

"  Stop,  stop  !"  said  the  traveller,  who  did 
not  know  to  what  length  this  bead-roll  of  O's 
might  extend;  "you  forget  that  the  head  of 
the  Fitzgeralds  is  Duke  of  Leinster." 

"  But  O'More  was  King  of  Leinsther,  sir,  if 
you  plaze." 

"  Very  true,  Rory ;  but  still  the  Geraldines 
are  a  noble  race," 

"  Who  are  they,  sir  ?" 

"  The  Fizgeralds." 

"  Oh,    the    Juke   o'    Leinsther    you    mane, 
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"  Yes." 

"  'Faith  thin,  to  show  you,  sir,  how  little 
we  think  o'  them  down  in  the  south,  I  Ml  tell 
you  something  that  I  know  is  a  thruth,  bekaze 
I  had  it  from  O'Dempsy  himself,  who  played 
the  thrick  an  the  juke,  and  said  the  thing  to 
him ;  for  he 's  a  comical  blade." 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?" 

"  Why,  you  see,  sir,  O'Dempsy  was  comin' 
home  from  Dublin,  and  the  money  was  gettin' 
Jine-dhrawn  with  him,  and  he  wanted  to  see 
if  he  had  enough  left  to  pay  for  the  coach 
home ;  and,  by  dad  !  the  change  was  so  scarce 
that  he  was  obliged  to  hunt  it  up  in  his  pocket 
into  the  corner,  like  a  contrairy  cowlt,  before 
he  could  lay  howld  of  it  at  all ;  and  when  he 
did  get  it  into  the  pawm  of  his  fist,  it  was 
almost  ashamed  to  see  the  light,  it  looked  so 
contimptibie ;  and  my  bowld  O'Dempsy  seen 
the  coach  was  out  o'  the  question,  or  even  a  lift 
in  the  canal-boat,  and  so  he  put  his  thrust  in 
Providence,  and  took  a  big  dhrink  that  night 
to  sthrenthin   him   for   the   mornin' ;   and  the 
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next  day  off  he  set  home,  with  a  short 
stick  in  his  hand  and  a  pair  o'  good  legs 
undher  him ;  and  he  met  nothin'  remark- 
able antil  he  came  to  betune  Kileock  and 
Maynooth ;  and  it  was  thin  that  he  heerd  the 
thramp  of  horses  gallopin'  afther  him,  and  he 
turned  round  and  seen  three  gintlemen  comin' 
up  in  great  style :  one  o'  them,  a  fine  full 
handsome  man,  the  picthur  of  a  gintleman, 
and  a  fine  baste  undher  him,  and  the  gintlemin 
along  with  him  very  nice  too  ;  one  in  particu- 
lar, a  smart  nate-made  man,  with  a  fine  bright 
eye  and  a  smilin'  face,  and  a  green  handkicher 
round  his  neck,  and  a  sportin'  aisy  sate  on  his 
horse ;  and  Dempsy  heerd  him  say,  as  they 
dhrew  up  jist  behind  him,  '  Look  what  a  fine 
step  that  fellow  has  !'  (manin'  O'Dempsy  ;  and, 
indeed,  a  claner  boy  isn't  in  all  Ireland  than 
himself,  and  can  walk  with  any  man).  So 
when  they  came  up  to  him,  the  small  gintle- 
man said,  '  God  save  you  !'  '  God  save  you 
kindly,  sir  '.'  says  O'Dempsy.  '  You  don't  let 
the  grass   grow   undher   your  feet,  my  man,' 


78  RORY    O'MORE. 

says  the  gintleman.  '  Nor  corn  neither,  sir,' 
says  Dempsy.  '  So  I  see  by  the  free  step 
you  have,'  says  the  gintleman,  laughin' ;  and 
the  others  laughed  too,  the  full  gintleman  in 
particular ;  and  says  he,  '  Well,  Ned,  you  got 
your  answer/ 

"  Now  the  minit  that  O'Dempsy  heerd  the 
word  '  Ned,'  and  it  bein'  in  the  neighbourhood 
o'  Cartown,  which  is  the  Juke  o'  Leinsther's 
place,  the  thought  jumped  into  his  head  that 
it  was  Lord  Edward  Fitzjaral'  was  in  it ;  for 
he  always  heerd  he  was  small,  and  handsome, 
and  merry,  and  that  the  juke  his  brother  was 
a  fine-lookin'  man  :  and  so  with  that  he  made 
cock-sure  in  his  own  mind  that  the  full  gintle- 
man was  the  Juke  o'  Leinsther,  and  the  little 
one  Lord  Edward.  So  hearin'  that  Lord  Ed- 
ward liked  a  joke,  O'Dempsy  never  let  on  to 
suspect  who  they  wor,  and  they  walked  along 
beside  him,  and  had  a  great  dale  o'  discoorse 
and  jokin',  and  the  answers  passin'  betune 
them  as  fast  as  hops.    At  last  says  the  juke,  (for 
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it  was  himself,)  '  You  Ve  a  very  merry  fellow/ 
says  he ;  '  where  do  you  come  from  ?'  '  From 
Dublin,  sir/  says  O'Dempsy.  '  Oh,  I  know  that 
by  the  road  you're  goinV  says  the  juke  ;  but 
I  mane,  where  is  your  place  ?'  '  'Faith  and  I 
have  no  place,'  says  O'Dempsy :  *  I  wish  I 
had.'  *  That 's  a  touch  at  you^  says  the  juke 
to  the  third  gintleman,  whoever  he  was. 
'But  where  are  you  goin'  to?'  says  the  juke. 
'  I  'm  goin'  home,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy.  '  And 
where  are  you  when  you  're  at  home  ?'  says 
the  juke.  '  'Faith,  I  'm  at  home  everywhere,' 
says  O'Dempsy. 

"  Well,  Lord  Edward  laughed  at  his  brother, 
seein'  he  couldn't  force  a  sthraight  answer  out 
of  O'Dempsy.  '  Will  you  tell  me  thin,'  says 
the  juke,  '  which  are  you  —  Ulsther,  Leinsther, 
Munsther,  or  Connaught  ?'  '  Leinsther,  sir,* 
says  O'Dempsy,  though  it  was  a  lie  he  was 
tellin';  but  it  was  on  purpose  to  have  a  laugh 
agin  the  juke,  for  he  was  layin'  a  thrap  for 
him  all  the    time.     '  You  don't    spake  like  a 
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Leinsther  man,'  says  the  juke.  *  Oh,  the 
tongue  is  -very  desaitful  sometimes,'  says 
O'Dempsy. 

"  Lord  Edward  laughed  at  his  brother  agin, 
and  said,  he  'd  make  no  hand  of  him.  '  By 
gor,'  says  Lord  Edward,  '  that  fellow  would 
bate  Counsellor  Curran  !'  '  Well,  I  '11  thry 
him  once  more,'  says  the  juke;  and  with  that, 
says  he  to  O'Dempsy,  '  What 's  your  name  ?' 
Now  that  was  all  O'Dempsy  wanted,  for  to 
nick  him  ;  and  so  says  he,  '  My  name  is 
O'Shaughnessy,  sir.'  '  I  've  cotch  you  now,' 
says  the  juke :  *  you  can't  be  a  Leinsther 
man,  with  that  name.'  '  'Faith,  I  see  you  're 
too  able  for  me,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy,  laading 
him  on.  '  Well,  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy,'  says  the 
juke,  '  it  *s  somewhere  out  of  Munsther  you 
come.'  *  No,  'faith,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy,  *  I 
am  a  Leinsther  man  in  airnest ;  but  I  see 
you  couldn't  be  desaived  about  the  name,  and 
so  I  '11  tell  you  the  thruth,  and  nothin'  but 
the  thruth,  about  it.     I  am  a  Leinsther  man. 
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but  I  wint  to  live  in  Munsther,  and  I  was 
obleeged  to  change  my  name,  bekaze  they  had 
no  respect  for  me  there  with  the  one  I  had.' 
'And  what  tvas  your  name?"*  says  the  juke. 
'My  name  was  Fitzjarl',  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy; 
'  but  they  thought  me  only  an  upstart  down  in 
Munsther,  so  I  changed  it  into  O'Shaughnessy.' 
With  that  the  juke  and  Lord  Edward  laughed 
out  hearty,  and  the  third  gintleman  says  to 
the  juke,  '  I  think  i/ou  've  got  i/our  hit  now." 
Well,  sir,  the  juke  pulled  a  guinea  out  of 
his  pocket,  and  put  it  into  O'Dempsy's  hand, 
and  says  to  him,  laughin',  '  Take  that,  you 
merry  rascal,  and  dhrink  my  health  !'  '  Long 
life  to  1/our  grace  /'  says  O'Dempsy,  taking  off 
his  hat;  'yow  desarve  to  be  an  O'Shaugh- 
nessy  !"*  'More  power  to  you,  Paddy  I"*  says 
Lord  Edward  as  they  put  spurs  to  their 
horses ;  and  away  they  powdhered  down  the 
road,  laughin'  like  mad." 

The  young  traveller  enjoyed   Rory's  anec- 
dote excessively,  and  scarcely  knew  which  to 
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admire  most, — the  impudent  waggery  of  Rory's 
friend,  or  the  good  humour  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster  and  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald. 

After  much  praise  of  the  latter,  and  some 
other  strange  odds  and  ends  from  Rory,  the 
travellers  separated  for  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

JOURXEY    COXTIXUED. DESULTORY    COACH    CONVERSATION, 

IN  WHICH  THE  LIBERTY  OF  "  THE  PRESS  "  IS  DISCLO- 
SED, AND  THE  THISTLE  DECLARED  TO  BE  NOT  INDI- 
GENOUS TO  IRELAND. ARGUMENTS  AND  COACHES  LIABLE 

TO    BREAK    DOWN. HINTS    FOR    KEEPING    HOUNDS.    &C. 

&C. 

On  the  following  morning  the  coach  resumed 
its  journey,  and  Rory  and  the  stranger  still 
continued  fellow-travellers. 

The  insolent  aggressor  upon  Rory,  as  well  as 
the  passenger  who  sat  beside  him,  did  not  ap- 
pear ;  but  their  places  were  occupied  by  a  per- 
son to  whom  Rory  touched  his  hat  as  he  took 
his  seat,  and  another  who  seemed  to  be  his 
companion.  The  latter  was  decidedly  a  Scotch- 
man ;  what  the  other  might  be,  it  was  not  so 
easy  to  decide — perhaps  North  of  England. 
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He  addressed  Rory,  and  expressed  surprise 
at  seeing  him. 

"  Throth,  and  it 's  jist  as  little  I  expected 
to  see  you,  Mr.  Scrubbs,"  said  Rory. 

"  I  was  up  here  on  a  little  business,"  said 
Scrubbs. 

"  That 's  what  you  're  always  up  to,  Mr. 
Scrubbs,"  answered  Rory. 

"  And  you  're  just  as  ready  for  fun,  Rory.  I 
suppose  it  was  that  brought  you  here  .?" 

"  No,  indeed,  sir, — it  was  the  coach  brought 
me  here  yestherday." 

"  Ay,  ay, — there  you  are  at  your  answers  ! 
—  I  suppose  it  was  in  Dublin,  then,  you  would 
be  r 

"  No,  indeed,  I  would  n*t  be  if  I  could  help 
it." 

"  Well,  but  you  were  there  .?" 

"  Yes,  I  was." 

"  And  what  business  had  you  in  Dublin.?" 

*'  About  the  lease  of  the  place  below." 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  I  'd  see  about  that  when 
the  agent  came  down." 
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"  Why,  you  wor  seein'  about  it  so  long 
that  I  thought  it  might  be  out  o'  sight  at  last, 
and  so  I  wint  myself  to  the  head  agent,  and 
settled  it  at  wanst." 

Scrubbs  did  not  seem  well  pleased  at  this  in- 
formation ;  and  silence  having  ensued  in  conse- 
quence, Rory  took  from  his  pocket  a  newspaper 
and  began  to  read.  For  some  time  Scrubbs 
cast  suspicious  glances  at  the  paper,  till  at 
last,  when  Rory  turned  over  its  front  page 
and  discovered  the  title  of  ''  The  Press," 
Scrubbs  could  no  longer  remain  silent. 

"  I  wonder  you  Ve  not  ashamed,"  said 
Scrubbs. 

"  Of  what.?"'  said  Rory. 

"  To  read  that  paper." 

"  'Faith,  I  'd  be  more  ashamed  if  I  couldn't 
read  it  !"  said  Rory. 

"  Why,  it 's  all  sedition,  and  treason,  and 
blasphemy." 

"  What 's  blasphemy  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  'Tis  a  word,"  said  the  young  traveller, 
"  that  some  people  always  join  to  treason  and 
sedition.** 
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Scrubbs  gave  a  look  askance  at  the  last 
speaker ;  but  seeing  he  was  a  gentleman  and 
rather  better  dressed  than  himself,  he  made 
no  observation  to  him,  but  said  in  continu- 
ance to  Rory,  — ^  "  I  always  thought  you 
were  of  the  peaceable  and  well-disposed  class, 
O'More,  and  I  'm  sorry  to  see  you  read  that 
desperate  paper." 

"  'Faith,  it's  very  desperate,  sure  enough,  if 
it  be  thrue  what  they  say  here,  that  bank-notes 
will  be  soon  worth  nothin',  and  won't  bring  a 
penny  a  pound  in  a  snuff-shop." 

"What's  that  but  treason,  I'd  like  to 
know,"  said  Scrubbs ; — "  endeavouring  to  un- 
dermine the  government  ?" 

"  Sairtainly,"  said  the  Scotchman,  "  it  is 
varra  bad  to  destroy  the  cawnfidence  in  pooblic 
creydit." 

"  I  d^r  say,  sir,"  said  Rory  to  the  Scotch- 
man, "  you  would  rather  have  bank-notes, 
than  golden  guineas?" 

"  I  did  na  say  that,"  said  the  Scotchman 
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drily ;  "  but  bank-notes  are  a  suffeecient 
security." 

"  And  they  say  here,"  said  Rory,  "  that 
we  oughtn't  to  dhrink  tay  nor  coffee,  nor 
take  snuff,  nor  smoke  tabacky,  nor  dhrink 
whisky." 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  that .?"  said 
Scrubbs. 

''  'Faith,  I  think  thim  that  has  no  money  will 
follow  their  advice,"  said  Rory. 

"  Ay  !  but  look  at  the  villanous  inten- 
tion—  to  injure  the  revenue,  or  produce  a 
rebellion." 

"  You  think,  then,"  said  the  traveller,  "  that 
people  must  either  smell  snuff  or  gunpowder, 
whether  they  will  or  no  ?" 

"I  know,  sir,  they'll  have  gunpowder  enough 
if  it  goes  to  that.  We  have  plenty  of  loyal  men 
to  put  down  sedition,  both  militia  and  yeo- 
manry." 

"  Which  you  can't  trust, "  said  the  tra- 
veller. 
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"  Do  you  doubt  their  loyalty,  sir  ?"  said 
Scrubbs,  waxing  rather  angry. 

*'  It  would  seem  the  government  does,"  said 
the  traveller,  "  for  whole  regiments  of  yeo- 
manry have  been  disbanded  this  year." 

This  was  a  bitter  truth  to  Scrubbs,  who  not 
being  able  to  deny  the  fact,  returned  to  the 
charge  upon  "  The  Press." 

"  As  for  that  vile  paper,  they  would  do  right 
to  serve  it  as  '  The  Northern  Star'  was  served 
the  other  day,  when  the  Donegal  Militia,  God 
bless  them  !  broke  open  their  office,  burnt  their 
papers,  and  broke  their  printing-presses." 

"  What  noble  and  constitutional  work  for 
soldiers  to  be  employed  upon !"  said  the  tra- 
veller. "  I  do  not  wonder,  when  the  cloth  is  so 
degraded,  that  high-minded  gentlemen,  such  as 
the  Duke  of  I^einster,  Lord  O^Neil,  and  Colo- 
nel ConoUy,  resign  their  regiments." 

This  was  another  bitter  fact  to  which  Scrubbs 
was  unable  to  reply;  so,  leaving  the  field  in 
possession   of    the    enemy,    he   addressed   his 
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Scotch   friend    on    some    fresh     subject,    and 
thus  evaded  the  discussion. 

The  traveller  with  Rory,  and  Scrubbs  with 
the  Scotchman,  now  kept  themselves  distinct, 
and  the  day  was  passing  away  slowly  enough, 
the  monotony  of  the  road  only  broken  by  some 
occasional  remark  between  Scrubbs  and  his 
friend,  or  the  young  traveller  and  Rory  :  — 
seeming  to  observe  each  other  with  mutual 
distrust,  a  restraint  was  put  upon  general  con- 
versation, and  it  was  only  some  passing  obser- 
vation on  the  surrounding  scenery  that  either 
party  would  venture  to  indulge  in. 

The  day  was  more  than  half  spent,  when  they 
were  driving  through  a  fine  tract  of  country, 
which  called  forth  the  Scotchman's  admira- 
tion. 

"  A  fine  kintra,  this,  Mr.  Scrubbs,"  said  he. 

"  Yes,"  said  Scrubbs,  "  'tis  a  good  sort  of 
Country,  but  not  fit  to  compare  with  Eng- 
land." 

Rory  looked  indignantly  at  him,  but  said 
nothing. 
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"  I  dinna  ken  aboot  England,"  said  the 
Scotchman  ;  "  but  this  kintra  puts  me  varra 
much  in  mind  o'  my  ain." 

"  Your  kinthry,  do  you  say  ?"  said  Rory 
with  what  heroines  call  '*  ineffable  contempt." 

"  Yes,  my  kintra." 

"Oh,  do  you  hear  this !  ! "  said  Rory  to 
the  young  traveller.  "  He's  comparin'  this 
counthry  to  his  !  !  — Why  'tare  an  ouns  ! 
sir,"  said  Rory  to  the  Scotchman ;  "  sure 
you  wouldn't  be  comparin'  this  lovely  fine 
counthry  to  Scotland  —  or  sayin'  it  was  like 
it  ?" 

"  Yes,  but  I  would,  though,"  said  the 
Scotchman  pertinaciously. 

''  Why,  by  the  seven  blessed  candles,  you 
haven't  seen  a  thistle  for  the  last  tin  miles  !" 
said  Rory. 

The  young  traveller  laughed  at  Rory's  illus- 
tration, and  the  silence  and  disunion  of  the 
two  parties  increased. 

Thus  the  day  wore  on  uncomfortably 
enough,  and  the  evening  began  to  close,  when 
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a  premature  stop  was  put  to  their  journey  by 
the  breaking  down  of  the  coach. 

Fortunately  for  the  passengers,  the  accident 
was  not  one  that  placed  them  in  any  danger. 
Some  of  them  were  nearly  thrown  off,  and  a 
lady-passenger  who  was  inside  screamed,  of 
course ;  and  the  more  she  was  assured  that  there 
was  no  danger,  the  louder  she  screamed.  In 
the  mean  while,  the  passengers  jumped  off;  and 
the  extreme  amount  of  damage  to  them  was, 
that  they  could  proceed  no  further  by  the 
coach  on  their  journey,  as  one  of  the  wheels 
was  broken. 

Now,  whenever  an  accident  of  this  kind  oc- 
curs which  is  manifestly  so  bad  as  to  be  be- 
yond retrieving,  it  may  be  remarked  that  every 
one  looks  at  it  in  all  possible  ways — under  it, 
and  over  it,  and  round  it,  just  as  if  looking  at 
it  could  do  any  good.  So  were  the  passengers 
congregated  round  the  wheel  of  the  coach,  all 
making  their  remarks. 

"  It  was  the  nave,"  said  one. 

"  No, — the  spokes,"  said  another. 
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"  Oh  dear,  no,— the  tire,"  added  a  third. 

"  Most  provoking !" 

"Scandalous!"  said  Scrubbs ;  "like  every- 
thing else  in  this  country!  The  proprietors 
ought  to  be  prosecuted  for  having  a  coach  in 
such  a  condition." 

"  Murther,  murther !"  said  the  coachman, 
who  lost  his  temper  at  last  when  the  honour  of 
his  coach  was  concerned :  "  do  you  hear  this ! 
just  as  if  an  accident  never  happened  to  a  coach 
before." 

"  When  people  pay  their  money,"  said 
Scrubbs,  "  they  have  a  right  to  complain." 

"  Sairtinly,"  said  the  Scotchman.  "  In  fac, 
I  thenk  the  money  should  be  refunded." 

"  Arrah  !  listen  to  him  !"  said  Rory  aside  to 
the  stranger. 

"  How  far  is  the  coach  from  the  end  of  the 
journey  ?"  said  the  lady. 

"  Ton  my  word,  ma'am,"  said  Rory,  "  the 
coach  is  at  the  end  of  its  journey  for  this  day, 
anyhow." 

"  And  what  are  we  to  do  ?"  said  the  lady. 
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*'  I  'd  adveyse,"  said  the  Scotchman,  "  that  we 
should  get  poost-chaises,  and  chorge  them  to 
the  coach  propreytors." 

"  'Faith,  that 's  a  fine  plan,  if  you  could  get 
them,''''  said  Rory. 

"  Then  what  are  we  to  do  ?'''  said  the  lady, 
again. 

"If  you'd  be  quiet  the  laste  taste,  ma'am, 
if  you  plaze,"***  said  the  coachman,  "  we  '11  con- 
thrive  some  conthrivance  by-and-by." 

"  Why,  the  night  is  falling,"  said  the  lady. 

"  It 's  time  for  it,"  said  Rory. 

"  My  God  !"  said  the  lady,  "  what  odd  an- 
swers these  people  give  one  !" 

The  horses  now  became  restless,  for  the 
wheelers,  pulling,  and  finding  so  much  resist- 
ance, began  to  kick,  and  their  example  set  the 
leaders  going :  the  coachman  and  Rory  ran  to 
their  heads. 

"  Bad  luck  to  you,  you  fools !"  said  Rory  to 
the  horses  ;  "  sure,  it 's  glad,  and  not  sorry,  you 
ought  to  be,  that  the  dhrag  is  off  o'  you ;  be 
quite  !  you  garrans,  will  you  !"'  and  he  forced 
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them  at  last  into  some  obedience.  *'  I  tell  you 
what  you  '11  do  now,"  said  he  to  the  coachman  : 
"jist  take  off  the  horses, — they'll  be  quite 
enough  here,  grazing  by  the  side  o'  the  gripe  ;* 
and  you  get  on  one  o'  them,  and  pelt  away  into 
the  town,  and  come  out  agin  wid  a  fresh 
coach." 

"  Throth,  and  it 's  the  best  plan,  I  b'lieve," 
said  the  coachman,  "  afther  all." 

"  And  must  we  stay  here.^"  said  the  lady. 

"  Barrin'  you  walk,  ma*am." 

"  And  how  far  might  it  be  to  walk  ?" 

"'Faith,  I  don't  rightly  know,"  said  the 
coachman.. 

"  You  're  a  feyne  driver,"  said  the  Scotch- 
man, "  not  to  know  the  distance  on  your  ain 
road !" 

"  I  know  it  well  enough  whin  I  'm  dhrivin," 
said  the  coachman  ;  "  but  how  should  I  know 
how  far  it  is  to  walk .?" 

"  Why,  you  stupid  rascal !" — said  the  Scotch- 
man, about  to  make  an  elaborate  argument  to 
*  The  ditch. 
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show  the  coachman  the  bull  he  had  made, — but 
he  was  interrupted  by  Rory. 

"  Arrah  !  never  mind  his  prate,  Hoolaghan  ; 
do  what  I  bid  you, — away  wid  you  into  town !" 

"  Indeed,  I  think  His  the  best  thing  you  can 
do,"  said  the  young  traveller. 

"  And  must  we  stay  here  ?  Why,  'tis  grow- 
ing dark  already,  and  we  may  be  murdered 
while  you  are  away." 

"  Divil  a  one  'ill  take  the  throuble  to  mur- 
ther  you — don't  be  in  the  laste  afear'd  !"  said 
Rory.  "  Up  wid  you  now^  on  the  grey,  Hoo- 
laghan, your  sowl,  and  powdher  away  like  shot !" 

"  What 's  that  lie 's  saying,  sir,  about  pow- 
der and  shot  ?"  said  the  lady  in  alarm. 

"  He  's  only  giving  directions  to  the  coach- 
man, madam,"  said  the  young  traveller. 

''  But  he  said  powder  and  shot !  sir : — is  there 
any  danger?" 

"  None  in  the  least,  I  assure  you,  madam." 

"  The  horses  'ill  stay  quite  enough  while 
you  're  gone,"  said  Rory  ;   ''  here,  gi'  me  your 
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f ut — I  '11  lift  you  on  the  baste."  And  so  saying, 
Hoolaghan  placed  his  left  foot  in  Rory's  right- 
hand  ;  and  thus  aided,  he  sprang  astride  of  one 
of  the  coach-horses. 

"  There  now,"  said  Rory,  "  you  're  up  !  and 
away  wid  you  !  Jist  be  into  the  town  in  no 
time,  and  back  in  less.  '  That 's  the  cut !  says 
Cutty  when  he  cut  his  mother's  throat.'" 

"  What 's  that  he 's  saying,  sir,  about  cutting 
throats  .^"  said  the  lady. 

"  Nothing,  madam,  I  assure  you,  you  need 
be  alarmed  at,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Indeed,  you  need  not  make  yourself  onaisy, 
ma'am,  in  the  laste,"  said  Rory  after  he  had 
placed  Hoolaghan  on  horseback.  "  It  will  be 
all  over  with  you  soon  now." 

The  lady  shuddered  at  the  phrase,  but  spoke 
not. 

"  And  now,  sir,"  said  Rory  to  his  fellow-tra- 
veller, "  it 's  time  we  should  be  thinkin'  of 
ourselves :  there 's  no  use  you  should  be  loi- 
therin'  here  until  the  other  coach  comes  back ; 
for   though  it's  some   miles  from    the   town. 


RORY  o'more.  97 

where,  I  suppose,  you  were  goin'  to,  it's  not 
far  from  this  where  I  must  turn  off  to  my  own 
place,  which  lies  acrass  the  counthry,  about  two 
miles  or  there  away:  and  if  you,  sir,  wouldn't 
think  it  benathe  you  to  come  to  a  poor  man's 
house,  sure  it 's  proud  I  'd  be  to  give  your  ho- 
nour a  bed ;  and  though  it  may  not  be  as  good 
as  you  're  used  to,  still  maybe  'twill  be  betther 
than  stoppin'  here  by  the  road-side." 

The  traveller  expressed  his  thanks  to  Rory 
for  the  kindness  of  his  offer,  but  said  that 
perhaps  he  could  as  well  walk  to  the  town. 
To  this  Rory  objected,  suggesting  the  probabi- 
lity of  the  traveller's  losing  his  way,  as  he 
could  only  be  his  guide  as  far  as  the  point 
where  he  had  to  turn  towards  his  own  home  ; 
besides  many  other  arguments  urged  on  Rory's 
part  with  so  much  heart  and  cordiality,  that 
he  prevailed  on  his  fellow-traveller  to  accept 
his  proffered  hospitality.  Selecting  a  small 
portmanteau  from  the  luggage,  the  traveller 
was  about  to  throw  it  over  his  shoulder,  when 
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Rory  laid  hold  of  it,  and  insisted  on  carrying 
it  for  him. 

"  You  Ve  your  own  luggage  to  carry  !"  said 
the  traveller. 

*'  Sure,  mine  is  nothin'  more  than  a  small 
bundle — no  weight  in  life." 

"  And  your  gridirons,  Rory  ?" 

"  By  the  powers !  I  was  near  forgettin' 
^Am,"  said  Rory ;  "  but  sure,  thim  itself  is  no 
weight,  and  I  can  carry  thim  all !" 

"  Stay  a  moment,"  said  the  traveller,  whose 
gallantry  forbade  that  he  should  leave  the  lady 
of  the  party,  alarmed  as  she  was,  in  such  a 
situation,  and  apparently  not  regularly  pro- 
tected, without  the  offer  of  his  services.  He 
approached  the  coach,  into  which  the  lady  had 
retired  to  avoid  the  dew  that  was  now  falling 
heavily,  and  made  his  offer  with  becoming 
courtesy. 

"  I  'm  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  said  she, 
"  but  I  have  my  husband  here." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  a  miserable-looking 
little  man,  who  had  not  uttered  a  word  before; 
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"  I  am  this  lady's  husband." — He  did  not  dare 
to  say,  "  This  lady 's  my  wife." 

The  traveller  made  his  bow,  and  he  and  his 
guide,  leaving  the  forlorn  coach-passengers  on 
the  road,  proceeded  at  a  smart  pace  towards 
the  cottage  of  Rory  O'More. 

"  Those  people,  I  think,  are  likely  to  remain 
a  good  while  before  assistance  can  reach  them," 
said  the  traveller. 

"  Taith,  I  'm  thinkin'  myself  they  '11  have  a 
good  long  wait  of  it,"  said  Rory ;  "  and  in 
throth  I  'm  not  sorry  for  some  o'  thim." 

"  Don't  you  pity  that  unfortunate  woman  ?" 

"  Sorra  much  !"  said  Rory  ;  "  the  screechin' 
fool,  with  her  shoutin'  about  her  throat  bein' 
cut  I  —  though,  indeed,  if  it  was  cut  itself,  it 
wouldn't  be  much  matther,  for  all  the  sinse  I 
heard  her  spake.  Throat  cut,  indeed  !  as  if 
the  whole  counthry  was  murtherers  and  mo- 
roders.  In  throth  the  counthry  would  be  quite 
(quiet)  enough  if  they  'd  let  us  be  quite;  but  it's 
gallin'  and  aggravatm'  us  they  are  at  every 
hand's  turn,  and  puttin'  the  martial  law  on  us, 
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and  callin'  us  bad  names,  and  abusin*  our  blessed 
religion." 

"  And  are  the  people  much  dissatisfied  at 
this  state  of  things  ?" 

"  Why,  I  don't  see  how  they  could  be  plazed, 
sir  !  And  sure,  my  heart  warmed  to  you  whin 
you  gave  that  dirty  Scrubbs  his  answer  to-day  : 
'faith,  he  got  his  fairin'  anyhow  from  you  !  he 
had  no  chance  at  all  with  you,  sir.  Oh,  when 
you  silenced  him,  sure  it  was  butther  to  my 
bones  !" 

"  By  the  by,  who  is  that  person  ?"  said  the 
traveller. 

"  He  is  a  fellow  that  lives  not  far  from  this, 
sir  ; — they  call  him  the  CoUecthor." 

"  Collector  of  what  ?" 

"  Of  everything,  'faith.  He  collects  tithes 
for  the  parson,  and  rints  for  the  agint,  and 
taxes  and  cess,  and  all  to  that ;  and  so  he  goes 
by  the  name  of  the  CoUecthor." 

"  He's  not  an  Irishman?" 

"No,  thank  God,  he's  not!  Though,  in- 
deed, there 's  some  of  the  Irish  bad  enough  to 
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their  own,  or  worse  than  sthrangers  maybe ; 
but  I  say,  thank  God,  bekaze  there 's  one 
blackguard  the  less  belongs  to  us." 

"  Has  he  been  long  here  r" 

"  Not  to  say  very  long  indeed,  considherin' 
all  he  has  done  for  himself  in  the  time.  I  re- 
member, whin  he  came  among  us  first,  it  was 
with  some  horses  —  a  sort  of  low  stable-helper, 
a  kind  of  a  hanger-on  about  some  officers  that 
was  in  the  town,  and  thin  he  was  badly  oft 
enough.  He  hadn't  as  much  clothes  on  him  as 
would  scour  a  spit;  and  his  flesh,  the  little  he 
had  of  it,  hangin'  about  him  as  if  it  didn't  fit 
him.  But  he  wint  to  church  the  first  Sunday 
he  was  here,  and,  as  Prodestants  is  scarce,  he 
was  welkim  to  the  parson ;  and  so  that  he 
mightn't  disgrace  the  congregation,  the  parson 
gev  him  some  dacent  clothes :  and  thin  he  got 
him  to  do  odd  jobs  for  him,  one  way  or  another; 
and  so  he  made  himself  plazin'  somehow  to  the 
parson,  and  got  on  one  step  afther  another. 
And  the  parson  noticed  him  to  the  squire,  and 
thin  the  squire  gave  him  a  lift,  for  he  it  was 
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got  him  to  be  coUecthor ;  and  now  has  a  mighty 
snug  house,  and  a  nate  farm  nigh  hand  to  the 
parson,  though  the  iir^t  place  he  slep'  in,  not 
long  ago,  whin  he  came  to  the  town  beyant, 
was  in  the  hayloft  of  the  inn,  for  they  wouldn't 
dirty  the  barrack-stables  with  him." 

"  Then  the  parson  is  his  patron  ?" 

"  Not  only  the  parson,  but  the  magisthrits 
about  the  place  as  well,  for  they  know  that 
Squire  Ransford  notices  him." 

"  How  did  he  get  into  the  squire's  good 
graces  ?'' 

"  There  was  a  cast-oiF  lady  of  the  squire's, 
that  was  throublesome  to  him,  and  so  he  gev 
some  soft  discoorse,  and  hard  cash  too,  I 
b'lieve,  to  Scrubbs,  to  make  an  honest  woman 
of  her,  and  take  her  off  his  hands ;  and  so  he 
did ;  and  now  you  '11  see  her  goin'  in  her 
jantin'  car,  if  you  plaze,  along  wid  that  mane- 
spirited  dog  that  tuk  another  man's  lavings, 
marchin'  into  church  every  Sunday  as  bowld 
as  brass,  and  wid  as  many  ribbons  on  her  as 
would  set  up  a  thravellin'  pedlar." 
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"  And  what  does  the  parson  say  to  all  this  ? 
Does  he  countenance  the  affair  ?" 

"  Arrah,  what  can  he  do,  sir  ?"  said  Rory. 
"  Sure,  he  can't  help  if  she  was  unproper  ;  and 
isn't  it  betther  she  'd  go  to  her  duty  than  stay 
away,  bad  as  she  is  ?  And  sure,  if  she  was  a 
sinner,  that 's  the  greater  the  raison  why  he  'd 
be  glad  to  help  her  in  mendin'  her  ways  ;  and 
sure,  as  she  hasn't  the  luck  to  be  a  Roman,  it's 
well  for  her  she 's  even  a  Prodestant  !" 

"  That 's  a  very  charitable  view  of  the  mat- 
ter on  your  part,"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Oh,  by  dad,  sir  !  you  mustn't  be  too  hard 
on  the  parson,  for  he's  a  dacent  man  enough. 
If  all  the  Prodestants  was  as  quite  (quiet)  as 
him,  we  'd  never  fall  out  wid  thim,  for  he 's  a 
nice  aisy  man,  and  is  good  friends  wid  Father 
Kinshela,  and  both  o'  thim  dines  together  wid 
the  squire  whin  he 's  here.  And  you  know,  sir, 
that 's  hearty  !" 

"  Very  indeed,"  said  the  traveller.  "  1  'm 
glad  to  hear  it." 

"  Scrubbs  himself  is  a  nasty  fellow;  and  his 
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lady  is  a  dab,  and  nothin'  else  :  but  sure  the 
parson  can't  help  that,  and  I  wouldn't  expect  of 
him  to  be  too  particular  on  thim,  for  sure  he 
must  be  glad  to  get  a  Prodestant  at  all  in  his 
church,  where  they  are  so  scarce.  Throth,  it 
must  be  cowld  work  there,  in  a  big  ramblin' 
church  in  the  winther,  wid  so  few  in  it,  to  be 
say  in'  prayers  !" 

"  You  seem  to  like  the  parson,  I  think  ?"  said 
the  traveller. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mislike  him,  sir,  for  he's  civil- 
spoken,  and  a  hearty  man,  and  he  likes  huntin' 
and  shootin',  and  divarshin  of  all  sorts." 

"  But  do  you  think  that  becoming  in  a  cler- 
gyman ?  " 

"  Oh,  youVe  too  hard  on  the  clargy,  sir ; — 
why  wouldn'^t  they  be  merry  ? — sure  Father 
Kinshela  himself  sometimes  takes  a  dart  afther 
the  dogs,  whin  the  squire  is  down  here,  as  well 
as  the  parson." 

"  Squire  Ransford,  then,  lives  here  a  good 
deal  ?" 

"  Not  a  good  dale,  sir, — only  by  times  whin 
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he  comes  down  to  take  a  start  huntin'  or  shoot- 
in',  and  thin  he  brings  down  a  power  o'  com- 
pany wid  him :  but  unless  at  that  time,  the 
place  is  like  a  wildherness,  only  an  ould  woman 
and  a  couple  o'  maids  to  mind  the  house,  and  a 
stable-helper  left,  or  somethin'  that  way,  to 
watch  the  place." 

"  A  single  stable-helper  !  Didn''t  you  tell 
me  he  keeps  a  pack  of  hounds  ?  " 

"  Yis,  sir ;  but  he  doesn't  keep  up  the  dogs 
unless  whin  he 's  here  himself." 

"  How  does  he  manage,  then  ?  " 

"  Why,  he  gives  one  couple  o'  dogs  to  one 
tenant,  and  another  couple  to  another,  and  so  on 
in  that  way,  while  he  isn't  in  the  place ;  and  whin 
he  comes  back,  he  gathers  thim  in  again ;  and 
so  he  isn't  at  the  expense  of  keepin'  up  the  ken- 
nel while  he 's  away." 

"  What  a  shabby  fellow !"  said  the  traveller, 

"  Oh  !  not  to  say  shabby,  sir." 

"  Why,  what  else  can  you  call  quartering  his 
dogs  on  his  poor  tenantry  ?  " 

"  Oh,  for  all  that  he  's  not  shabby  ; — for  whin 
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he  is  down  here,  the  company  is  never  out  of 
his  house ;  and  they  say  there 's  lashings  and 
lavings  of  everything  in  it,  and  the  claret  flyin* 
about  the  place  as  common  as  beer,  and  no  stint 
to  any  one,  I  'm  towld." 

"  That 's  mere  wastefulness  and  rioting,  and 
cannot  in  my  opinion  redeem  his  shabbiness, 
for  I  cannot  call  it  anything  else.  Can  he  not 
feel  that  when  the  poor  people  feed  his  sport- 
ing-dogs, the  fruit  of  their  labour  is  invaded 
to  contribute  to  his  pleasure  ?" 

"  Why,  if  you  go  to  the  rights  o'  the  thing, 
what  your  honour  says  is  thrue  enough  ;  V  ut 
we  wouldn't  be  too  sharp  in  lookin'  at  what  a 
gintleman  would  do, — and,  indeed,  I  don't  mis- 
like  it  myself,  as  far  as  that  goes,  for  the  cou- 
ple (^-^dogs  that  is  left  with  me  I  do  have  a 
great  deal  of  fun  with." 

«  How  ?  " 

"  Huntin'  rabbits,  sir." 

"  They  must  be  nice  dogs  after  that !" 

"  Divil  a  harm  it  does  thim  !— sure  it  comes 
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nath'ral  to  the  craythurs,  and  would  be  cruel  to 
stint  them  of  their  divarshin." 

"  And  do  you  all  hunt  rabbits  with  the  dogs 
left  to  your  care  ?" 

"  Every  one  of  us." 

"  Then  the  pack  can't  be  worth  a  farthing." 

"  Why,  indeed,  I  don't  deny  they  run  a 
little  wild  now  and  thin ;  but  sure  what  would 
be  the  use  of  a  whipper-in  if  the  dogs  worn't 
a  little  fractious  ?  " 

Rory  continued  his  discourse  with  the  stranger 
as  they  proceeded  on  their  road,  giving  him  vari- 
ous information  respecting  the  squire,  and  the 
collector,  and  the  parson,  in  all  of  which,  though 
Rory  did  not  so  intend  it,  his  hearer  found 
deep  cause  of  disapproval  of  their  conduct. 
Their  conversation  was  now  interrupted  J&y  the 
deep  baying  of  dogs ;  and  Rory  answered  the 
sound  by  a  cheering  whoop,  and  the  calling  of 
the  dogs  by  their  names. 

"  There  they  are,  sir  !"  said  he  ;  "  you  see 
we  're  jist  at  home.'* 
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As  he  spoke,  they  turned  into  the  little  horeen 
already  noticed,  and  two  hounds  came  rushing 
wildly  up  the  lane  and  jumped  upon  Rory 
with  all  the  testimonials  of  canine  recognition. 

"  Down,  Rattler,  you  divil,  down  !  — you  '11 
tear  the  coat  av  my  back.  Murther  !  Sweetlips, 
don't  be  kissin'  me  —  down,  you  brutes !  *' 
And  he  drove  the  animals  from  him,  whose 
furious  caresses  were  more  than  agreeable. 
"  Poor  things  !"  said  he  to  the  stranger  in  a 
kindly  tone  ;  "  sure,  thin,  it 's  pleasant  even  to 
have  a  dog  to  welkim  one  home." 

"  More  than  a  dog,  Rory  dear,"  said  a  sweet 
voice  from  amid  the  darkness ;  and  the  next 
instant  a  girl  ran  up  to  Rory,  and  throwing 
her  arms  round  his  neck,  kissed  him  over  and 
over  again.  He  returned  her  embrace  with 
affection,  and  said,  "  How  is  the  mother  ?  " 

"  Hearty,  thank  God,"  said  the  girl. 

"  And  yourself,  Mary  dear  ?  " 

"  Oh,  what  would  ail  me  ? — But  tell  me, 
what  sort  of  a  place  is  Dublin  ? — and  how  did 
you  like  it  ? — and  did  you  get  me  the  ribbon  ?" 
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"It  's  my  sisther,  sir,"  said  Rory  to  his 
guest,  paying  no  attention  to  the  numerous 
questions  of  Mary,  who  now  for  the  first  time 
observing  the  stranger,  dropped  a  short  curtsy 
to  him,  and  said  in  a  subdued  voice,  "  Your 
sarvant,  sir." 

"  Run  on,  Mary  dear,  and  tell  the  mother 
we're  cominV  said  Rory,  accompanying  his 
words  with  a  significant  pinch  on  Mary's  elbow, 
which  meant,  "  Make  the  place  look  as  dacent 
as  possible." 

Mary  ran  hastily  forward,  fully  understand- 
ing Rory's  telegraphic  communication ;  and 
when  the  travellers  reached  the  cottage,  they 
found  the  mother  and  Mary  in  that  peculiar 
state  of  action  which  in  the  polite  world  is 
called  "  hurry-scurry ;"  and  the  dragging  of 
chairs  and  stools,  cramming  of  things  into 
corners,  and  slapping  about  with  the  ends  of 
aprons,  testified  their  anxiety  to  receive  so  un- 
usual a  visitor  with  proper  honour. 

When  they  entered,  the  widow  first  received 
her  son  with  the  strongest  evidence  of  a  mo- 
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ther's  affection,  kissing  him  tenderly ;  and  with 
the  reverential  appeal  to  Heaven  in  which  the 
Irish  peasantry  so  much  indulge,  she  said, 
'  God  bless  you,  alanna,  you  're  welkim 
home ! '  She  then  turned  to  the  stranger,  and 
in  that  soft  accent  of  her  country  which  so  well 
expresses  the  gentlest  emotions  of  human  na- 
ture, she  said,  in  tones  that  would  have  almost 
conveyed  her  meaning  without  words,  '  You  're 
kindly  welkim,  sir.' 

The  stranger  expressed  his  thanks ;  but,  not- 
withstanding the  manifest  commotion  which  his 
arrival  occasioned,  he  was  too  polite  to  seem  to 
notice  it,  and  did  not,  as  a  vulgar  person  al- 
ways does,  overload  the  people  with  requests 
not  to  trouble  themselves  on  his  account. 

He  quietly  took  a  seat ;  and  Rory,  with  in- 
stinctive good-breeding,  took  another,  and  con- 
tinued to  discourse  with  his  guest.  Now  and 
then,  to  be  sure,  he  could  not  help  casting  his 
eyes  towards  his  mother,  who  was  busy  in  all 
sorts  of  preparation,  and  asking,  "  Can  I  help 
you,  mother  dear  ?"  But  the  answer  always  was, 
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"  No,  alanna.  Sure  you  're  tired  afther  your 
journey  ;  and  Mary  and  myself  will  do  every- 
thing; and  sure  it's  glad  we  are  to  have  you, 
and  proud  that  the  gintleman  is  come  with  you, 
and  only  hopes  he  '11  put  up  with  what  we  can 
do  :  but  sure,  if  the  enthertainment  is  poor,  the 
welkim  is  hearty,  anyhow." 

The  stranger  assured  her  of  his  sense  of  her 
kindness. 

"  If  we  knew  of  your  comin',  sir,  sure  we 
could  have  had  a  couple  of  chickens  ready ;  and 
if  the  gintleman  would  wait  a  bit,  sure  it  isn't 
too  late  yet,  and  can  have  a  rashir  and  egg  in 
the  mane  time." 

"  My  dear  ma'am,"  said  the  stranger,  "  pray 
don't  think  of  chickens  to-night :  the  fact  is, 
I  'm  very  hungry,  and  I  don't  know  a  better 
thing  than  a  dish  of  rashers  and  eggs,  which 
has  the  great  advantage,  besides,  of  being  got 
ready  sooner." 

Rashers  and  eggs  were  accordingly  got  ready 
immediately  ;  and  while  the  mother  was  engaged 
in    the   culinary  department,    Mary   spread    a 
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coarse  but  white  cloth  upon  the  table,  and  tak- 
ing down  from  a  cleanly-scowered  dresser  some 
plates  of  coarse  delf,  arranged  the  table  for  the 
supper.  This  the  hungry  travellers  discussed 
with  good  appetite  and  much  relish  ;  and  after 
many  relays  of  the  savoury  viands  had  va- 
nished rapidly  before  them,  a  black  bottle  of 
whiskey  was  produced,  and  some  hot  punch 
being  made,  Rory's  guest  protested  he  had 
eaten  one  of  the  best  suppers  he  ever  made  in 
his  life. 

Rory  and  his  mother  and  sister  were  lavish 
in  their  compliments  to  the  stranger  on  being 
so  easily  pleased,  and  uttered  a  profusion  of 
wishes  that  they  had  better  to  offer.  This  by 
their  guest  was  pronounced  impossible ;  and 
when  at  last  the  stranger  retired  to  bed,  they 
parted  for  the  night  with  the  highest  opinion  of 
each  other, — he  in  admiration  of  their  hospitali- 
ty, and  they  of  his  condescension. 

Rory  then,  with  his  mother  and  sister  drew 
round  the  fire,  and,  relieved  from  the  presence 
of  a  stranger,  indulged  in  that  affectionate  fa- 
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mily  gossip  which  always  is  the  result  when 
one  of  the  circle  has  returned  from  a  tempo- 
rary absence.  Rory  sat  on  a  chair  in  the  mid- 
dle, his  sister  on  a  low  stool  beside  him,  with 
one  hand  resting  on  his  knee,  and  her  pretty 
eyes  raised  to  his,  in  open  wonder,  only  to  be 
exceeded  by  the  more  open  wonder  of  her 
mouth,  as  Rory  told  something  of  what  he  had 
seen  in  Dublin.  The  widow,  on  the  other  side, 
seated  in  a  low  easy  chair  of  platted  straw, 
looked  upon  her  son  with  manifest  pleasure; 
and  while  she  led  Rory  into  a  digression,  by 
asking  him  how  he  managed  "  the  little  busi- 
ness"  about  the  lease,  Mary  filled  up  the  inter- 
val very  agreeably  by  looking  with  ecstasy  at 
the  roll  of  ribbon  which  her  brother  brought 
her.  This  was  a  great  delight  to  Mary : — it 
was  no  pedlar's  trash,  —  no  common  thing 
bought  at  a  booth  in  a  fair, — but  a  real  down- 
right metropolitan  ribbon,  "brought  all  the 
way  from  Dublin  to  herself."  Wasn't  she 
happy  ?  And  maybe  she  didn't  think  how  she'd 
astonish  them  next  Sunday  at  chapel ! 
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Rory  told  them  how  he  met  the  stranger  he 
brought  home,  and  of  the  accident  which  led  to 
it,  and  praised  him  to  the  skies  for  his  libera- 
lity and  gentlemanly  conduct — swore  he  was  of 
the  right  sort,  and  said,  he  was  one  for  whom  a 
poor  man  ought  to  lay  down  his  life.  Such 
was  Rory's  opinion  of  the  stranger  he  had  met, 
and  who  was  introduced  to  the  reader  in  the 
first  chapter  under  the  title  of  the  "  Scholar." 
How  he  acquired  this  title,  will  be  subsequently 
seen. 

The  trio  talked  on  until  the  embers  on  the 
hearth  were  quite  burnt  out,  and  it  was  at  an 
advanced  hour  in  the  morning  that  they  sepa- 
rated and  retired  to  their  slumbers,  which  were 
sound,  because  their  lives  were  healthful  and 
innocent. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

WHISKEY      VERSUS     SMALL- POX.    GHIBBERISH      VERSUS 

FREXCH. A   SECRET   WITH    TWO    HANDLES   TO    IT,  WHICH 

OUR    HERO    AND    HIS    SISTER    LAY    HOLD    OF. 

The  next  morning  the  Widow  O'More  and 
her  son  and  daughter  arose  refreshed  and  light- 
hearted,  but  not  so  their  guest :  he  awoke 
with  the  burning  thirst,  intense  headach,  and 
deadening  sensation  of  sickness,  which  are  the 
precursors  of  fever.  It  was  early,  and  from 
the  silence  that  reigned  in  the  cottage  he 
concluded  no  one  had  yet  risen.  He  endea- 
voured to  sleep,  but  the  effort  was  vain :  he 
fell  but  into  a  confused  dozing,  filled  with 
broken  images,  confused  recollections,  and  wild 
imaginings,  from  which  he  started  but  with  an 
increased  sensation  of  illness  upon  him  ;  and 
even  when  the  inhabitants  of  the  cottage  rose, 
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they  came  not  near  him,  wishing  to  leave  him 
undisturbed  after  his  fatigue.  At  length,  on 
his  hearing  Rory's  voice,  he  exerted  his  so  as 
to  make  himself  heard ;  and  when  Rory  entered, 
he  perceived,  from  the  heavy  eye  and  altered 
countenance  of  the  stranger,  that  he  was  un- 
well. 

"  God  be  good  to  us !  what 's  the  matther 
with  you,  sir  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  I  'm  ill,  very  ill,  O'More,"  said  the  stranger 
languidly. 

"Well,  don't  disturb  yourself,  sir,  and  you  '11 
be  betther  by  and  by,  plaze  God  ! " 

"  I  'm  afraid  I  've  caught  the  small-pox," 
said  the  stranger. 

"  I  hope  not,  sir :  don't  be  thinkin'  o'  sich 
things.  Sure,  how  would  you  get  the  small- 
pox r 

"  From  a  beggar  in  the  crowd  ere  last  night, 
when  we  alighted  at  the  inn.  I  remember 
shuddering  at  the  mention  of  the  disease  when 
she  spoke  of  it ;   and  I  fear  I  am  infected  with 
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what  I  dread  more  than  anything  under  the 
sun."* 

"  I  had  betther  bring  my  mother  to  you, 
sir,"  said  Rory,  "  for  she  is  very  knowledgeable 
in  sickness,  and  undherstands  the  arihs"  (herbs); 
and  with  these  words  he  left  the  room,  leaving 
the  poor  sick  stranger  utterly  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  her  knowledge  of  the  Arabs,  as  he  took 
Rory's  word  to  be,  could  have  to  do  with  his 
illness. 

When  Rory  returned  with  his  mother,  she 
asked  the  stranger  (for  so  we  shall  yet  conti- 
nue to  call  him)  how  he  felt.  He  told  in 
what  manner  he  was  suffering,  and  she  replied 
by  proposing  to  him  to  take  a  glass  of  whiskey. 
The  very  name  of  the  thing  produced  nausea 
to  the  sick  man,  who  refused  the  oiFer  with  a 
shudder. 

"  See   how  you    thrimble,    sir  ! "    said    she. 

*  He  must  have  caught  the  disease  earlier,  as  the  infec- 
tion of  small-pox  does  not  exhibit  itself  so  soon.  But 
young  gentlemen  are  not  expected  to  be  too  learned  in 
such  matters. 
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"  Indeed,  if  you  b'lieve  me,  a  good  big  dhrop 
o'  whiskey  is  the  best  thing  you  could  take." 

"  Don't  mention  it,  I  beg  of  you.  I  fear  it 
is  the  small-pox  I  have  caught." 

"  Plaze  God,  I  hope  not !"  said  the  widow  : 
"  but  if  it  is,  not  a  finer  thing  in  the  world 
than  a  dhrop  o'  whiskey  to  dhrive  it  out  from 
your  heart." 

Thus  she  continued  to  urge  the  taking  of 
ardent  spirits,  which,  to  this  hour,  in  the  com- 
mencement of  every  sickness  amongst  the  Irish 
peasantry,  is  considered  the  one  thing  needful, 
and  for  the  reason  the  widow  assigned  in  this 
case,  namely,  to  "  dhrive  it  out  from  the  heart." 
The  heart  is  by  them  considered  the  vulner- 
able point  in  sickness  as  well  as  in  love  ;  so 
much  so  indeed,  that  no  matter  what  disease 
they  labour  under,  it  is  always  called  an  "  im- 
pression on  the  heart."  So  well  understood 
does  this  seem  to  be  amongst  them,  that  even 
the  part  affected  is  not  necessary  to  be  named, 
and  the  word  '  heart'  is  omitted  altogether  ;  and 
if  you  ask  "  What 's  the  matter  with  such-a- 
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one  ?"  the  answer  is  sure  to  be,  "  He 's  got  an 
impression." 

"  Mrs.  O'More,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I  am 
certain  it  is  the  small-pox ;  and  while  I  may  yet 
be  moved,  pray  let  me  be  conveyed  to  the 
.neighbouring  town,  to  the  inn,  and  let  not  your 
house  be  visited  with  the  disease  and  the  con- 
tagion." 

"  Oh,  God  forbid  that  I'd  do  the  like,  sir,  and 
turn  the  sick  sthranger  outside  my  doors  whin 
it 's  most  he  wanted  the  caring  for — and  in  an 
inn  too  !  Oh,  what  would  become  of  you  at 
all  in  sich  a  place,  where  I  wouldn't  have  a 
sick  dog,  much  less  a  gintleman,  behowldin' 
to  !  Make  yourself  aisy,  sir ;  and  if  it 's  as 
bad  as  you  think,  we'll  take  care  o'  you,  niver 
fear." 

"  I  don't  fear,"  said  the  stranger,  affected  by 
the  widow's  kindness  ;  "  but  it  is  not  right  that 
you  should  have  this  horrid  disease  under  your 
roof,  and  all  for  a  stranger." 

"  Keep  your  mind  aisy,  dear,  do,"  said  the 
widow:  —  "  sure  we're  all  poor  craythers,  God 
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help  US  !  —  and  if  we  did  not  help  one  another 
in  our  want  and  throuble,  it's  the  dark  and 
blake  world  it  would  be  ! — and  what  would  we 
be  Chrishthans  for  at  all,  if  we  hadn't  charity  in 
our  hearts  ?  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  sayin** 
charity  to  a  gintleman  —  but  sure  it's  not  cha- 
rity I  mane  at  all,  only  tindherness  and  com- 
passion. And  as  for  the  sickness  being  undher 
our  roof,  my  childher,  God  be  praised  !  is  over 
the  small -pox — iv  it  be  it  —  and  had  it  light, — 
as  well  as  myself:  so  make  your  mind  aisy, 
dear,  and  dhrive  it  out  from  your  heart  with 
the  whiskey.  Well,  well !  don't  shake  your 
poor  head  that  way  ;  I  won't  ax  you  to  take  it 
till  you  like  it  yourself:  but  whin  there  is  an 
impression,  there 's  nothin'  like  dhrivin'  it  out. 
So  I'll  lave  you,  sir,  for  a  while  —  and  see  if 
you  can  sleep ;  and  I  'll  come  in  again  by  and 
by  ;  and  if  you  want  anything  in  the  mane 
time,  you  can  jist  thump  on  the  flure  with  the 
chair — I  have  put  it  convaynient  to  your  hand : 
—  and  the  sooner  you  can  bring  yourself  to 
take  the  sper'ts,  the  betther.    Well,  well !  I  '11 
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say  no  more  —  only  it 's  the  finest  thing  in  the 
world,  with  a  clove  o'  garlic,  for  worms  or 
fayver,  to  throw  out  the  venom."  And  so, 
muttering  praises  on  her  favourite  panacea,  she 
left  the  room. 

The  illness  of  the  stranger  increased  during 
the  day,  and  in  the  evening  he  began  to  speak 
incoherently.  The  Widow  O'More  now  thought 
it  probably  was  the  small-pox  with  which  her 
guest  was  visited,  and  began  to  take  the  most 
approved  measures  that  were  in  those  days 
established  for  the  cure  of  that  terrible  dis- 
ease ;  —  that  is  to  say,  she  stopped  every  cre- 
vice of  the  room  whereby  air  could  be  admitted, 
opened  the  door  as  seldom  as  possible,  and 
heaped  all  the  clothes  she  could  on  the  patient, 
and  gave  him  hot  drinks  to  allay  the  raging 
thirst  that  consumed  him.  Not  content  with 
heaping  bed-clothes  over  the  unhappy  sufferer, 
she  got  a  red  cloth  cloak  and  wrapped  it  tightly 
round  his  body  ;  it  being  in  those  days  consider- 
ed that  a  wrapper  of  red  cloth  was  of  great 
virtue. 
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Let  the  reader,  then,  imagine  the  wretched 
plight  the  poor  stranger  was  reduced  to,  and 
what  chance  of  recovery  he  had  from  such 
treatment.  The  fever  increased  fearfully,  and  he 
soon  became  quite  delirious.  During  his  rav- 
ings he  imagined  the  bed  in  which  he  lay 
to  be  a  tent ;  for,  with  national  hospitality, 
he  had  been  placed  in  the  best  bed  in  the 
house,  with  the  flaring  calico  curtains  before 
mentioned. 

"  Why  is  this  tent  square  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Whisht,  whisht,  dear,"  said  the  widow 
soothingly. 

"  But  why  is  it  square  .?— And  look  here," 
said  he,  seizing  the  curtain, — "  why  is  not  this 
white  ?  why  is  my  tent  red  ? — or  is  it  the  blood 
of  the  enemy  upon  it  ?  " 

"  God  help  the  crayther!"  said  the  widow. 

Rory  now  entered  the  room  ;  and  the  stranger 
started  up  in  the  bed  and  said,  "  Qui  vive  ?  " 

"  Sir .?"  said  Rory,  rather  astonished  . 

"  Ah!  c'est  mon  caporal"  pursued  the  sick 
man.  "  Caporal,  nous  avons  vaincu  les  Anglais! 
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—^oild  leur  sang ;"  and  he  shook  the  cur- 
tains fiercely. 

"  Humour  him,  dear,"  said  the  widow  to 
Rory ;  "  the  crayther's  ravin' :  purtend  you 
know  all  about  it — that 's  the  best  way  to 
soother  him." 

"  Sure  I  dunna  what  he's  sayin' — he's  mut- 
therin'  ghibberish  there." 

"  Well,  do  you  mutther  ghibberish  too,"" 
said  the  widow,  and  left  the  room. 

"  Repondez  vite,  caporaW''  said  the  invalid. 

"  Hullabaloo  ! '"'  shouted  Rory. 

"  Quest-ce  que  cest  ?  " 

"  Hullabaloo  !  "  cried  Rory  again. 

"  Vous  etes  etranger"  said  the  poor  suf- 
ferer; "  tremblez  !  esclave,  tremblez  !  rendez- 
vous!" and  he  jumped  up  in  bed — "  rendez  au 
drapeait  tricolor!" 

"  A  dhrop  o'  what  ?  "  said  Rory. 

"  Vive  le  drapeau  tricolor  ! "  cried  de  Lacy. 

Rory  left  the  room,  and  told  his  mother  he 
believed  "  the  poor  gintleman  was  callin'  for 
a  dhrop  o'  something."     She  entered  with  more 
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hot  drink,  and  asked  the  sick  man  to  swallow  ; 
"  It  'ill  do  you  good,  dear,"  said  she. 

"  Is  there  anything  you'd  like  betther,  sir  ?  " 
said  Rory ;  "  and  if  it 's  to  be  had  I  '11  get  it 
for  you." 

The  stranger  seemed  to  be  recalled  from  his 
raving  a  moment  by  the  sounds  of  another  lan- 
guage upon  his  ears  ;  and  looking  wildly  again 
at  Rory  and  his  mother,  and  the  bed,  he  said, 
"  This  is  not  my  tent — who  are  you  ? — where 
am  I  ? " — and  he  flung  the  bed-clothes-  down 
from  him  ; — then  seeing  the  red  cloak  wrapped 
round  him,  he  said  fiercely,  "  Take  this  ac- 
cursed cloth  from  off  me, — I  'm  no  slave  of  the 
English  tyrants ; — where 's  my  blue  uniform  ?  " 

"  Lie  down,  dear,  lie  down,"  said  the 
widow. 

"  Never  !  "  said  the  sick  man, — "  we'll  never 
lie  down  under  tyranny  !  "  and  he  attempted  to 
jump  from  the  bed. 

"  Rory,  dear,  howld  him,"  said  the  widow, — 
"  howld  him,  or  he  11  be  out ;  and  if  he  catches 
cowld,  he 's  lost." 
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Rory  now  by  force  held  down  the  sufferer, 
who  struggled  violently  for  a  while,  but,  be- 
coming exhausted,  sank  back  on  the  bed  and 
groaned  aloud,  "  Ah  !  I  see  what  my  fate  is, — 
I  'm  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the  accursed 
English  ! " 

For  some  time  he  now  lay  quieter,  and  Mary 
was  left  to  watch  in  his  chamber  while  Rory 
was  absent  for  some  drugs  his  mother  sent  him 
for  to  the  neighbouring  village.  During  her 
sojourn  in  the  room,  Mary  often  heard  the 
stranger  lamenting  his  fate  in  a  plaintive  tone, 
and  calling  on  a  female  name  in  passionate  ac- 
cents. In  this  state  for  some  days  the  patient 
continued  ;  his  paroxysms  of  raving  being  but 
varieties  of  lamenting  his  fate  as  a  prisoner, 
calling  for  his  blue  uniform,  and  invoking  a 
female  name.  From  the  nature  of  all  this 
raving  Rory  and  Mary  drew  each  their  own 
conclusions.  Rory,  from  his  knowledge  of  the 
stranger's  bearing  and  opinions  before  he  fell 
sick,  and  from  the  tone  of  his  subsequent  de- 
lirium, suspected  he  was  an  officer  in  the  French 
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army;  and  Mary,  from  his  frequent  calling 
on  a  female  name,  had  no  doubt  he  was  in 
love.  Now,  to  the  end  of  time,  Mary  could 
never  have  guessed  at  the  stranger's  profession, 
nor  Rory  at  the  state  of  his  heart:  but  these 
are  the  delicate  shades  of  difference  that  exist 
between  the  mind  of  man  and  woman.  The 
sympathies  of  the  former  are  alive  to  turmoil 
and  strife ;  those  of  the  latter,  to  the  gentle 
workings  of  our  nature :  the  finer  feelings  of 
a  woman  vibrate  with  magic  quickness  to  the 
smallest  indications  of  affection ;  while  man, 
like  the  war-horse  of  the  Psalmist,  "  smelleth 
the  battle  afar  off." 

Both  Rory  and  Mary  were  right  in  their 
conclusions:  the  sick  stranger  ivas  an  officer  in 
the  French  service,  and  also  was  in  love. 

With  respect  to  the  love  affair,  the  tangled 
business  may  go  tangling  on,  as  the  more 
tangled  such  affairs  become  the  better ;  but  of 
the  stranger's  name  and  purposes  it  is  time  the 
reader  should  be  informed. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

IN    WHICH    A    GENTLEMAN    WRITES    A    LETTER    AS    LONG    AS 
A  lady's. 

Horace  De  Lacy  was  the  stranger's  name. 
Descended  from  the  noble  race  of  De  Lacy, 
one  of  the  original  conquerors  of  Ireland,  he 
inherited  all  the  fire  and  courage  of  his  ances- 
tors ;  but  now,  the  descendant  of  the  enslaver 
became  the  champion  of  liberty,  and  panted  with 
as  burning  a  zeal  for  the  regeneration  of  his 
country  as  his  ancestors  had  done  for  her  sub- 
jugation, for  Ireland  was  now  his  native  land, 
and  the  remark  so  often  made  in  the  chronicles 
of  England,  that  the  descendants  of  English 
settlers  in  Ireland  became  more  fierce  in  their 
rebellion  than  the  natives  themselves,  was  about 
to  be  once  more  verified  in  the  person  of  Horace 
De  Lacv. 
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Though  an  Irishman  by  birth,  he  had  for 
some  years  been  resident  in  France.  There  he 
imbibed  all  the  fierce  enthusiasm  to  which  the 
epoch  of  the  French  revolution  gave  birth,  and 
the  aspirations  for  universal  liberty  which  fired 
his  young  heart  were  first  directed  to  his  na- 
tive land.  As  early  as  1794,  communications 
were  carried  forward  between  the  disaffected  in 
Ireland  and  the  French  executive ;  and  Doctor 
Jackson,  one  of  the  agents  at  that  period,  was 
discovered,  and  would  have  been  hanged,  but 
that  he  escaped  the  ignominious  death  by 
swallowing  poison  in  the  dock,  where  he  died 
in  the  face  of  his  accusers  and  his  judges.  The 
death  of  Jackson  produced  a  great  sensation  in 
Ireland.  It  made  the  rapacious  and  intolerant 
faction  that  then  ruled  the  country,  more  in- 
solent; and  those  who  cursed  their  rule  and 
endeavoured  to  overthrow  it,  more  cautious. 

The  result  was  fearful.  Wrong  was  heaped 
upon  wrong  by  the  oppressor ;  —  suffered  in 
hopelessness,  but  remembered,  by  the  oppressed. 
Each  new  aggression  on  the  one  side  produced 
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a  debt  of  hatred  on  the  other,  and  the  account 
was  carried  on  with  compound  interest. 

In  1797,  another  communication  was  opened 
between  the  disaffected  in  Ireland  and  the  exe- 
cutive of  the  French  government,  and  De  Lacy 
was  one  of  the  agents.  He  was  an  officer  in  the 
French  army,  and  volunteered  to  undertake  the 
dangerous  duty  of  visiting  Ireland  and  Eng- 
land, with  a  view  of  ascertaining  the  probable 
likelihood  of  success  in  a  revolutionary  move- 
ment in  the  one  country,  and  the  state  of  feel- 
ing  as  regarded  a  desire  of  revolution  in  the 
other. 

In  France,  at  that  period,  it  is  singular  the 
total  ignorance  that  existed  with  relation  to  the 
state  of  the  united  dominions  of  Great  Britain. 
Repeatedly  as  they  had  been  assured  of  the  cer- 
tainty of  co-operation  in  a  descent  upon  Ire- 
land, and  the  futility  of  any  such  attempt  upon 
England,  nevertheless  the  absurd  scheme  was 
entertained  of  letting  loose  some  French  des- 
peradoes in  England,  and  carrying  on  a  system 

of  Chouannerie  in  that  country. 
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The  most  active  and  intelligent  of  the  Irish 
emissaries,  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  then  resident 
at  Paris,  had  repeatedly  assured  the  French 
executive  that  such  a  plan  was  worse  than 
hopeless,  but  still  they  were  not  convinced  ;  and 
General  Clarke,  then  minister  of  war,  because 
he  bore  an  Irish  name,  and  was  of  Irish  descent, 
thinking  he  must  know  something  of  the  mat- 
ter, though  he  never  had  set  foot  in  the  coun- 
try, helped  to  strengthen  them  in  this  belief, 
and  notwithstanding  all  the  assurances  and 
arguments  of  Tone,  Clarke  would  not  be  satis- 
fied of  the  truth  of  such  statements  without 
having  an  emissary  of  his  own  to  visit  the 
country  and  report  upon  it. 

De  Lacy  was  the  person  who  volunteered 
this  service;  and,  crossing  the  Channel  in  the 
boat  of  a  smuggler,  who  knew  the  coast  well, 
and  was  in  constant  habit  of  communication 
with  both  England  and  Ireland, — but  particu- 
larly the  latter, — he  had  been  for  some  time  in 
London  and  through  the  English  provinces 
before  he  visited  Ireland.    There  he  had  but  re- 
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cently  arrived  when  Rory  O'More  met  him  as 
a  travelling  companion  ;  and  of  the  events  of  his 
journey  since,  the  reader  is  in  possession. 

What  impressions  his  observations  in  Eng- 
land produced  may  be  seen  by  the  following 
letter,  which  was  forwarded  to  France  by  a 
sailor  on  board  a  vessel  which  traded  between 
Dublin  and  France,  under  Swedish  colours, 
and  under  the  particular  patronage  of  Lord 

,  then  high  in  the  government  of  Ireland, 

and  the  most  vindictive  enemy  of  the  liberal 
party. 

It  may  be  asked,  why  did  Lord permit, 

much  less  patronise,  this  proceeding?  It  was 
because  the  vessel  was  chartered  by  a  certain 
merchant  to  whom  he  was  indebted  in  large 
loans  of  money;  and  the  accommodation  thus 
afforded  was  partly  paid  by  the  exclusive  per- 
mission of  trading   with  France  thus  granted 

by  Lord ,  whose  influence  in  Ireland  was 

then  so  paramount,  that  a  word  from  him  was 
sufficient  to  guarantee  the  safety  of  his  friend's 
ship,  by  the  willing  blindness  of  the  commission- 
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ers  of  customs,  who  always  treated  this  make- 
believe  Swedish  vessel  with  the  most  exem- 
plary indulgence.  Certain  intelligence  from 
France,  too,  was  procured  in  this  way  :  but 
while  the  noble  lord  and  his  party  thus  ob- 
tained information,  they  little  dreamed  that  the 
same  channel  was  used  for  the  transmission  of 
intelligence  between  their  enemies. 

In  the  packet  of  information  that  follows, 
the  reader  must  not  be  startled  at  its  high- 
sounding  style :  the  tone  of  the  period  was 
extravagant,  particularly  in  France;  and  De 
Lacy  was  at  that  age  and  of  that  profession 
whicb  delights  in  flourishes,  whether  of  trum- 
pets or  words.  The  packet  was  addressed  to 
a  certain  "  Citizen  Madgett"  at  Paris,  well 
known  in  those  days  to  the  Irish  republican 
party,  and  to  whom  General  Clarke  had  desired 
De  Lacy's  communications  to  be  made.  Its 
contents  ran  thus : 

"  You  know  with  what  feelings  I  left  France. 
I  rejoiced  there,  in  common  with  my  fellows, 
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in  the  triumph  that  right  had  achieved  over 
wrong;  in  the  majesty  of  human  nature  over- 
coming the  kings  that  would  have  enslaved 
her;  in  the  brilliant  era  of  retribution  and 
resuscitation  that  more  than  redeemed  the  ty- 
ranny and  suffering  that  gave  it  birth.  You 
know  how  I  hoped,  in  the  warmth  of  my  head 
and  heart,  that  the  rest  of  mankind  should 
share  in  the  blessings  we  had  so  dearly  pur- 
chased with  our  blood,  and  that  man,  freed 
from  the  thraldom  of  ages,  should  form  but 
one  family;  that  the  prejudices  and  distinc- 
tions of  countries  should  be  forgotten,  and  re- 
generated mankind,  as  one  nation,  kneel  Peru- 
vian-like, to  the  newly-risen  sun  of  their  free- 
dom. 

"  But  this  glorious  dream  has  been  disturbed 
since  I  left  you.  I  visited  England  with  the 
view  of  kindling  on  a  thousand  altars  the  fire 
of  liberty  that  I  bore  with  me  from  liberty's 
own  temple :  but  the  moral  as  well  as  the 
natural  atmosphere  of  England  is  damp  and 
chilly  compared  with  the  country  of  the  vine, 
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and  I  found  myself  a  disappointed  enthusiast, 
with  few  or  none  to  share  in  my  raptures. 
My  hymn  of  liberty  was  not  half  so  cheer- 
ing to  me  as  the  clank  of  John  Bull's  chains 
to  his  own  ears  ;  (and  long  enough  they  are  ;) 
and  a  priest  of  liberty,  like  any  other  priest, 
cuts  a  very  contemptible  figure  without  a  con- 
gregation. 

*'  So,  after  some  little  time,  seeing  the  state  of 
affairs  stand  thus,  I  began  to  look  about  me  with 
more  observation.  '  Perhaps,'  said  I  to  myself, 
'John  Bull  is  like  his  own  flint-stones,  with 
fire  enough  in  him,  only  you  must  strike  him 
hard ;'  and  so  I  laid  myself  out  for  observa- 
tion, and  was  on  the  alert  for  every  grievance. 

"  I  was  baffled  in  making  any  great  advances 
towards  my  object,  and  after  some  time  fruit- 
lessly spent,  it  struck  me  that  the  capital 
city  of  a  kingdom  is  not  the  place  to  judge 
of  the  real  state  of  a  country,  or  measure 
the  feelings  of  the  people.  *  Here,'  said  I, 
'in  London,  where  peers  have  their  palaces, 
and  merchants  their  mansions ;  where  wasteful 
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wealth  and  lavish  luxury  deprave  the  whole 
community,  and  blinding  the  citizen  to  the 
real  state  of  things,  make  him  believe,  because 
he  is  a  sharer  in  the  plunder  they  are  wast- 
ing, that  he  is  a  gainer  by  their  extravagance  ; 
— here  is  not  the  place  to  hope  for  the  altar  of 
freedom  and  the  rights  of  regenerated  man 
to  be  respected.  The  Londoner  will  endure 
the  abuses  of  his  time  because  he  enjoys  from 
them  a  temporary  benefit,  and  even  upholds 
the  very  tyranny  of  which  he  himself  will  be 
the  last  to  suffer.  But  to  be  the  last  in  suffer- 
ing is  considered  a  wondrous  gain  in  our  con- 
temptible natures.  How  like  men  are  to  children 
in  such  matters !  I  remember,  at  school,  how 
the  timid  boys  hung  back  from  a  cup  of  me- 
dicine, or  the  cold-bath,  or  punishment,  and 
the  wretch  who  was  last  drenched  with 
rhubarb,  shoved  into  the  river,  or  flogged, 
thought  himself  a  clever  fellow,  and  enjoyed 
a  sort  of  per  centage  on  the  suffering  that  had 
gone  before  him.  So  is  it,'  thought  I,  '  with 
the  Londoner  :  but  I  will  go  into  the  country. 
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and  there,  in  the  interior  of  England,  observe 
the  canker  that  is  at  her  heart ;  and  while  I 
observe  the  disease,  I  will  inculcate  the  re- 
medy.' 

"  With  this  view,  I  quitted  the  capital  and 
visited  a  village.  The  lord  of  the  soil  (one 
of  the  magnificent  English  baronets)  I  knew 
was  in  the  capital  at  the  time,  and  from  his 
neglected  and  forsaken  tenantry  I  might  hope 
to  hear  the  murmurs  of  dissatisfaction  and 
the  desire  of  redress.  But  in  this  I  was 
disappointed.  I  wished  to  see  what  extent 
of  domain  the  aristocrat  appropriated  to  his 
own  enjoyment  (when  he  was  at  home),  and 
walked  towards  'the  Honor,'  as  it  is  called, 
in  expectation  of  seeing  the  shutters  closed, 
and  grass  growing  through  the  avenues.  I 
leaped  a  fence,  and  proceeded  through  a  rich 
field  and  a  piece  of  beautiful  plantation,  until 
I  was  accosted  by  a  well-dressed  peasant,  who 
asked  me,  somewhat  sturdily,  what  brought 
me  there.  I  told  him  I  was  going  to  look 
over  the  grounds  and  see  the  house.    He  asked 
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me,  had  I  got  leave,  and  how  did  I  get  in  ? 
On  telling  him  how,  he  said  that  crossing  the 
fence  was  not  permitted,  and  suggested  my 
going  back.  I  said,  if  the  family  were  at  home, 
I  would  not  have  taken  the  liberty  to  intrude ; 
but  in  their  absence  there  could  be  no  offence. 
'  Sir  Richard  is  quite  as  particular  when  he  is 
away,'  was  the  answer.  'Is  he  so  very  churl- 
ish,' said  I,  *as  to  object  to  a  gentleman  cross- 
ing his  domain  when  he  is  away,  and  when 
his  privacy  cannot  be  invaded  ?'  '  Oh,  whether 
he 's  here  or  not,  is  no  odds,'  replied  the  man  ; 
'  for  strangers  running  in  and  out  of  the  park 
would  spoil  it  just  as  much,  whether  Sir  Rich- 
ard be  here  or  no.'  'Then  he  keeps  up  his 
park  at  all  times  ?'  said  I.  '  To  be  sure,  sir, 
he  do,'  said  the  man,  looking  at  me  as  if  he 
did  not  know  whether  I  was  a  rogue  or  a 
simpleton.  '  And  may  I  not  be  permitted  to 
walk  through  the  park  ?'  '  Why,  sir,  if  you 
get  leave  of  Mr.  Lowndes,  or  Mr.  Banks,  or 
the  steward,  or  the  agent,  or — '  And  on  he 
went,    telling    me    how    many   people    could 


138  RORY  o'more. 

give    me    leave,    till    I    interrupted   him    by 
saying,  '  Why,   you  have    a    large    establish- 
ment here/     '  Oh  yes,  sir,'  said  he  ;  'it 's  all 
the  same,  like,  whether  Sir  Richard  be  here 
or   no — except   that  there's  not  the  company 
at  the  house.'      '  And  who   may  you   be  ?'  I 
inquired.     '  One  of  the  keepers,  sir.'     '  Well,' 
said  I,  '  as  I  have  not  time  to  ask  any  of  the 
people  you  have  named,   perhaps  you   would 
be  so  obliging,'  — and  all  the  time  I  kept  a 
telegraphic  fumbling  of  my  right  hand  in  my 
waistcoat  pocket, — '  you  would  be  so  obliging 
as  to  show  me   up   to   the   house,'  and   as  I 
finished  my  query,  I  slided  a  half-crown  back- 
wards and  forwards  between  my  fore-finger  and 
thumb.     '  Why,    sir,'   said   the  keeper,    '  as  I 
sees  you  're  a  gen'lman,' — and  he  looked,  not  at 
me,  but  at  the  half-crown, — '  I  cawn't  see  no 
objections ;'  and  a  transfer  of  my  money  and 
his  civility  at  once  was  eiFected. 

"  My  guide  led  me  through  a  splendid  park 
towards  the  house :  no  grass  growing  through 
the  walks,  as   I   anticipated, — but  beautifully 
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kept,  as  if  the  lord  of  the  soil  were  present.  We 
reached  the  house  ;  no  closed  shutters, — but 
half-open  windows,  and  the  curtains  from  with- 
in, caught  by  the  breeze,  peeping  out  to  visit 
the  roses  that  were  peeping  in  to  meet  them — 
a  sort  of  flirtation  between  the  elegancies  of  the 
interior  and  exterior. 

'*  On  entering  the  house,  I  found  myself  in  a 
square  hall,  lined  throughout  with  oak.  The 
ceiling  was  low  and  divided  by  richly-carved 
octagonal  frame- work  into  compartments ;  the 
polished  floor  was  also  inlaid  after  the  same 
pattern,  and  the  wainscot  elaborately  panelled 
and  covered  with  curious  carving.  Old  suits 
of  armour,  cross-bows,  bills,  partisans,  two- 
handed  swords,  and  other  weapons,  were  dis- 
tributed around  the  apartment ;  and  an  enorm- 
ous blood-hound  lay  stretched  upon  the  floor, 
basking  in  the  sun,  and  seemed  a  suitable 
tenant  of  this  domestic  armoury.  I  strolled 
through  room  after  room,  and  an  air  of  habitual 
wealth  prevailed  throughout. 

"  There  was  an  old  library,  with  pieces  of  buhl 
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furniture,  and  old  ebony  seats  and  chairs,  with 
large  down  cushions,  where  one  might  luxuriate 
in  learning.  And  this  delightful  old  room  look- 
ed out  on  an  antique-looking  garden,  whose 
closely-cut  grass-plots  were  like  velvet,  and 
divided  by  high  hedge-rows  of  yew,  cropt  as 
smooth  as  a  wall.  Then  a  large  cedar  spread 
his  dusky  branches  so  close  to  the  windows  as 
to  exclude  some  portion  of  the  light,  and  pro- 
duce that  demi'jour  so  suitable  to  a  place  of 
study.  There  were  pictures  throughout  the 
house,  principally  portraits,  of  which  the  Eng- 
lish are  so  fond — some  of  them  very  good,  suf- 
ficiently so  to  be  valuable  as  works  of  art. 
Holbein  and  Vandyke  had  immortalised  some 
of  the  former  owners  of  the  Honor ;  and  there 
they  hung  in  goodly  succession,  holding  a  place 
on  the  walls  of  the  chateau  they  had  successively 
been  masters  of.  The  seal  of  Time  was  on  all 
this  evidence ;  —  here  from  sire  to  son  had 
plenty  been  transmitted,  and  wealth  and  com- 
fort were  hereditary.  There  was,  withal,  such 
an  air  of  peace  and  tranquillity  about  the  old 
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place,  that  it  was  quite  soothing  :  you  could 
hear  through  the  open  casenaents  the  rustling 
of  the  flowers  in  the  garden,  as  the  warm  breeze 
whispered  through  them  and  wafted  their  fra- 
grance into  the  library.  Could  one  at  such  a 
moment  think  hopefully  of  revolution  ? — where 
so  much  comfort  existed,  there  also  would 
exist  the  love  of  repose.  I  confess  I  was  over- 
come by  the  influence  of  all  I  had  seen,  and 
convinced  that  Tone  is  quite  right.  On  quitting 
the  Honor,  how^ever,  I  considered  that  though 
the  aristocracy  might  revel  in  such  enjoy- 
ments as  these,  the  great  mass  of  the  people 
would  be  willing  to  invade  a  repose  that  was 
purchased  at  the  price  of  their  labour  and 
taxation,  and  a  system  where  the  many  were 
sacrificed  to  the  few.  '  It  is  not  in  Allenby 
Honor  I  must  look,'  thought  I,  '  but  in  the 
village.' 

"  Here,  after  days  of  observation,  I  confess 
I  think  the  hope  of  revolutionising  England 
quite  absurd.  The  comforts  of  the  people  are 
generally  such,  that  men  with  less  caution  than 
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the  English  would  not  risk  the  loss  of  them  in 
the  hope  of  speculative  blessings.  Their  houses 
are  well  built,  and  so  beautifully  clean  I — but 
not  merely  clean — a  love  of  embellishment  is  to 
be  seen :  trailing  plants  perhaps  festoon  their 
windows  round  a  bit  of  trellis,  a  white  cur- 
tain peeping  from  within  ;  there  is  a  neat  paling 
round  the  house,  and  flowers  within  this  fence ; 
— the  cultivation  of  flowers  in  the  little  gardens 
ofthe  lower  order  sbespeaks  a  country  in  con- 
tentment. Then  the  better  class  of  dwelling, 
with  its  paved  walk  leading  up  from  the  outer 
gate  through  evergreens,  and  its  bright  brass 
knocker  and  bell-pull,  and  white  steps,  that 
seem  as  if  they  had  been  washed  the  minute  be- 
fore ;  the  windows  so  clean,  with  their  Venetian 
blinds  inside  and  fresh  paint  without ; — in  short, 
I  could  not  enumerate  a  twentieth  part  of  these 
trifling  evidences  that  go  to  prove  the  ease  and 
prosperity  of  these  people. 

"  Their  domestic  arrangements  keep  pace 
with  this  outward  show.  They  are  universally 
well  found  in  the  essential  comforts  of  life  ; — 
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they  have  good  beds,  are  well  clothed  and  well 
fed.  I  saw  an  old  fellow  yesterday  evening 
driving  his  water-cart  to  the  river,  and  he  was 
as  fat  and  rosy  as  an  alderman :  the  cart  and 
the  water-barrel  upon  it  were  nicely  painted, 
and  as  the  little  donkey  drew  it  along,  the  old 
fellow  trudged  beside  it,  comforting  himself 
with  the  support  of  a  stick.  Fancy  a  peasant 
with  a  walking-stick  ! — do  you  think  that  fellow 
would  turn  rebel  ? — never  ! 

"  On  a  little  green  beside  the  village,  some 
boys  were  playing  at  cricket :  they  had  their 
bats  and  ball — poverty  cannot  be  here  when 
peasants  can  buy  the  materials  of  play  for  their 
children.  Then  the  children  seemed  so  care- 
ful ! — the  coats  and  hats  they  had  taken  off 
during  their  exercise  were  piled  in  a  heap  at  a 
distance,  and  when  their  game  was  finished, 
they  dressed  themselves  with  such  regularity  !  — 
and  with  what  good  clothes  they  were  pro- 
vided ! 

"  This  is  not  the  country  for  revolution  ! 
— such  is  my  firm  conviction.     There  are  some 
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in  England  who  hail  with  rapture  the  dawn  of 
liberty,  and  wish  that  its  splendour  may  lighten 
all  nations  ;  but  that  number  is  comparatively 
small,  and  I  cannot  wonder  at  it,  after  all  I 
have  seen.  Believe  me,  there  are  few  men  in 
England  like  Home  Tooke. — By  the  by,  I  must 
tell  you  a  capital  thing  he  said  the  other  day. 
The  conversation  ran  upon  definitions,  and 
some  one  said  it  would  be  very  hard  to  define 
what  was  treason.  *  Not  at  all,'  said  Home 
Tooke:  'it  is  nothing  but  reason  with  a.  t  to 
it.' — Wasn't  it  capital  ? 

"  To  conclude,  —  Tone  is  right.  I  repeat 
it,  no  hopes  can  be  entertained  of  revolution- 
ising England. 

"  I  go  to  Ireland  next  week ;  and  from  all  I 
can  learn  here,  matters  promise  better  for  us 
there.  1  carry  this  letter  with  me  to  Dublin, 
whence  I  shall  transmit  it  to  you  by  our  Swedish 
friend.  You  shall  hear  from  me  again,  imme- 
diately that  I  have  made  my  observations. 
r^  "  H.  D.  L." 
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Now,  bating  the  flourishes  about  freedom  and 
regenerated  mankind,  there  is  much  good  sense 
and  shrewd  observation  in  this  letter.  It  will  be 
perceived,  that  however  great  his  revolutionary 
enthusiasm,  it  did  not  carry  him  away  into  the 
folly  of  believing  in  impossibilities  :  he  saw, 
and  said,  that  England  could  not  be  revolu- 
tionised, for  her  people  enjoyed  too  many  com- 
forts to  throw  them  away  in  a  civil  war.  This 
temperate  tone  is  noticed  to  the  reader,  to  show 
that  De  Lacy  was  a  trusty  agent  in  the  cause 
he  undertook  ;  that,  uninfluenced  by  his  pre- 
conceived notions,  and  in  the  very  teeth  of  his 
wishes,  he  saw  England  was  beyond  the  reach 
of  revolutionary  influence,  and  pointed  out  the 
reasons  why.  Let  the  reader  mark  the  calm 
and  judicious  observation  of  the  man,  for  in 
due  time  another  letter  of  his  will  appear, 
describing  the  state  of  Ireland ;  and  the  in- 
fluence of  that  letter  will  be  the  greater  by 
remembering  the  foregoing  one,  and  bearing  in 
mind  that  the  same  man,  exercising  the  same 
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observation,  and  with  the  same  desire  to  ascer- 
tain the  real  probability  of  success  in  a  revo- 
lutionary movement,  is  the  writer.  The  wishes 
and  hopes  of  the  republican  were  utterly  over- 
thrown by  the  security  and  prosperity  of  Eng- 
land, but  he  found  in  the  misery  and  misrule 
of  Ireland  the  ready  materials  for  a  country's 
convulsion. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A    MAX    OF    LAW    AND    PHYSIC. 

"  He  was  a  man  to  all  the  country  dear  /" 

De  Lacy's  fever  continued  to  rage  and  his 
raving  to  proceed  in  their  usual  course.  Two 
things  were  in  his  favour :  his  fury  at  the  red 
cloth  obliged  the  Widow  O'More  to  give  up 
that  hope  of  recovering  her  patient ;  and  all 
her  ingenuity  could  not  induce  him  to  take 
whiskey,  even  in  the  most  diluted  form.  Some- 
times, when  the  poor  sufferer  had  been  calling 
for  drink  for  some  time,  the  cunning  prescriber 
would  enter  with  a  vessel  of  liquid  containing 
a  portion  of  the  favourite  medicine,  and  hoping 
that  the  anxiety  for  any  alleviation  of  thirst 
would  make  him  swallow  it  without  examina- 
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tion,  she  would  say  — "  Now,  dear,  here  "'tis 
for  you.  Dhrink  it  up  at  once, — dhrink  it  up 
big!- 

Poor  De  Lacy  would  seize  the  vessel  with  avi- 
dity, and  make  a  rush  with  open  mouth  upon 
it ;  but  the  moment  the  presence  of  whiskey 
was  apparent,  he  would  refuse  it.  In  mere 
charity,  at  last,  though  without  any  hope  of 
doing  him  good,  the  widow  made  him  some 
plain  two-milk  whey,  and  this  he  swallowed 
with  that  fierce  desire  for  drink  that  the  thirst 
of  fever  or  the  Desert  only  knows. 

Rory  procured  the  drugs  his  mother  or- 
dered at  the  village,  and  brought  them 
back  to  her  with  all  the  speed  that  might  be. 
What  they  were  it  is  needless  to  know,  and 
perhaps  the  Faculty  might  or  might  not  be 
benefited  by  the  knowledge ;  but  as  vaccination 
has  triumphed  over  the  terrible  plague  that 
then  scourged  mankind,  it  is  unnecessary  to 
seek  what  were  the  nostrums  the  widow  em- 
ployed in  her  medical  capacity. 

"  Who  do  you  think  did  I  meet  at  M'Gar- 
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ry's  to-day,  whin  I  wint  there  for  the  physic  ?" 
said  Rory  on  his  return. 

"  Arrah,  who  thin  ?"  said  his  mother. 

"  Sweeny  !" 

"  Is  it  Sweeny  ?" 

"  Divil  a  less  !" 

"  I  wondher  he  isn't  ashamed  to  go  to  the 
place,  the  dirty  scut !  His  father  was  a  'pot- 
tekerry,  and  he  must  turn  atturney ;  and  instead 
of  follyin*  his  dacent  father's  business  before 
him,  and  attindin'  to  the  'pottekerryin',  it 's 
the  'tumeyin'  he  must  be  afther  —  bad  luck  to 
him*!  — and  instead  of  doin"*  people  good,  and 
curin**  them  of  anything  might  come  over  thim, 
he  's  doin''  thim  all  the  harm  he  can,  and 
laving  them  without  anything  over  them,  — 
not  as  much  as  a  blanket,  much  less  a  house. 
His  father  used  to  cure  Vuctions,*  but  he  's 
risin"*  them ;  and,  as  I  said  before,  I  wondher 
he 's  not  ashamed  to  go  into  the  owld  shop,  for 
it  ought  to  remind  him  that  he  might  be  a 
dacent  'pottekerry,  instead  of  a  skrewging  'tur- 

*  Ruction  signifies,  a  breaking  out,  a  disturbauce. 
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ney,  as  he  is :  and  more  betoken,  the  dirty  little 
'turney  to  set  up  to  be  a  gintkman,  and  for  that 
same  to  change  his  blessed  and  holy  religion, 
and  turn  prod'stant !  Oh,  the  little  vagabone  !" 
Now  it  will  be  seen  the  widow  wound  up 
her  philippic  against  Sweeny  by  placing  the 
heaviest  offence  the  last ; — "  He  turned  prod'- 
stant ; "  —  this  was  the  great  crime  in  the 
widow's  eyes,  and  indeed  in  those  of  most  of 
the  people  of  her  class.  Sweeny  might  have 
robbed  all  Ireland,  and  suffered  less  in  their 
opinion  than  by  the  fact  of  his  going  to  church. 
Poor  Ireland  !  —  the  great  question  of  a  man's 
vice  or  virtue,  fitness  or  unfitness,  talent  or 
stupidity,  wisdom  or  folly,  treason  or  loyal- 
ty, was  answered  in  those  days  by  the  fact  of 
whether  he  went  to  a  protestant  church  or  a 
catholic  chapel.  The  two  sects  disliked  each 
other  equally  ;  but  the  protestant  born  and 
bred  was  not  half  so  mucli  loathed  as  the 
apostate  who  renounced  the  faith  of  his  fathers 
for  "  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt ;"  and  the  Roman 
catholics  were  the  more  jealous  of  this  defec- 
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tion,  because  they  never  had  any  converts  from 
the  protestants  in  return,  and  for  the  best 
reason  in  the  world, —  there  was  nothing  to  be 
made  by  it. 

Now  it  was  by  a  process  of  consecutive  rea- 
soning that  Sweeny  had  renounced  physic  and 
popery,  and  assumed  the  attorney  and  ascend- 
ency. He  gave  up  the  healing  art  because  he 
saw  his  father  could  make  nothing  of  it.  How 
could  he  ?  When  a  population  is  so  poor  as  not 
to  be  able  to  afford  the  necessaries  of  life,  they 
cannot  be  expected  to  command  the  remedies 
against  death  :  if  they  cannot  buy  bread,  they 
will  hardly  buy  physic.  So  Sweeny  the  younger 
turned  his  attention  towards  the  law,  which  is 
an  amusement  that  those  who  have  something 
to  lose  deal  in,  and  therefore  belongs  more  to 
the  richer  classes, —  or,  as  they  call  themselves, 
the  better  classes. 

Now  as  these  better  {alias  richer)  classes  in 
Ireland  were  on  the  side  of  the  protestants, 
Sweeny  thought  that  conforming  to  the  church 
as  by  law  established  would  be  a  move  in  his 
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favour,  and  accordingly  he  (to  use  the  words  of 
a  paragraph  in  one  of  the  government  papers  of 
the  day)  "  renounced  the  errors  of  the  church 
of  Rome,  and  embraced  those  of  the  church  of 
England/' 

He  had  lived  long  enough  with  his  father  to 
pick  up  a  few  words  of  apothecary  Latin,  and 
these  he  mixed  with  a  vile  jargon  of  his  own, 
which  he  imposed  on  people  for  medical  know- 
ledge ;  and  although  as  ignorant  as  a  horse  in 
every  way,  he  had  the  impudence  to  enact  the 
amateur  doctor,  and  gave  advice  gratis  in  phy- 
sic to  his  clients  in  law.  This  dabbling  in 
doctoring  permitted  him  to  indulge  in  a  ruling 
propensity  of  his  nature,  which  was,  curiosity : 
while  he  played  the  doctor,  he  could  play  the 
inquisitor  ;  and  by  his  joint  possession  of  cun- 
ning and  impudence,  it  is  surprising  how  he 
used  to  ferret  out  intelligence.  He  seldom  ven- 
tured on  giving  prescriptions  of  his  own,  and  to 
avoid  this,  he  always  recommended  some  patent 
medicine,  a  supply  of  which  he  kept  by  him  to 
furnish  to  his    friends,  and    he  charged  them 
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a  handsome  profit  on   the  same.      He  would 
say  — 

"  My  dear  ma'am,  don't  be  going  to  that 
dreadful  M*Garry !  You  11  ruin  your  health 
—  your  precious  health !  you  can't  depend 
upon  his  drugs  at  all :  he  hasn't  them  pure 
— how  could  he,  poor  creature  !  I  would  give 
you  a  recipe  if  his  drugs  could  be  depended 
upon ;  but  they  positively  cannot.  Suppose 
now,  my  dear  ma'am,  —  suppose  your  little 
nerves  got  out  of  order,  and  I  wished  to  give 
you  something  of  an  alluviating  nature,  I  might 
wish  to  exhibit  a  small  dose  of  hippopotamus, 
and  most  likely  he,  not  having  the  article  in  his 
cornucopia,  might  give  you  vox  popuii.  Now 
only  fancy  your  swallowing  vox  popuii  instead 
of  hippopotamus !  There  's  no  knowing  what 
the  consequence  might  be ;  perhaps  utter  pros- 
titution —  prostitution  of  strength  I  mean :  — 
only  fancy  !  I  tell  you,  M'Garry  is  dangerous  ; 
besides,  M 'Garry  keeps  the  Post-office,  —  and 
how  can  a  man  mind  the  post  and  his  profes- 
sion ?-ror,  as  the  Squire  most  fassyetiously  said 

h5 


1^4  RORY    OMORE. 

the  other  day,  '  How  can  he  be  at  his  two  posts 
at  once  ?'  Ha,  ha  !  Very  good  —  wasn't  it  ? 
Capital,  /think. — But,  to  be  serious,  M'Garry's 
dangerous :  he  'd  better  throw  his  physic  to 
the  dogs,  as  the  Bard  of  Devon  says,  for  'tis  fit 
for  no  one  else.  You  had  better  let  me  send 
you  a  little  box  of  pills,  and  a  bottle  of  that 
thing  I  sent  you  before ;  they  are  patent  medi- 
cines, and  must  be  good.  You  liked  the  last — 
didn't  you  ?  Tastes  rather  strong,  you  say ;  so 
much  the  better  —  make  you  strong :  very  nice 
though.  It  is  an  expensive  medicine,  rather  ; 
but  what  o'  that  in  comparison  to  your  precious 
health  ?  Better  than  being  poisoned  with  vox 
popuW 

Thus  would  this  impudent  and  ignorant  va- 
gabond talk  his  vile  rubbish  to  the  fools  who 
would  let  him  send  them  his  patent  medicines, 
and  charge  them  in  his  bill. 

When  Sweeny  saw  Rory  O'More  getting 
drugs  at  M'Garry's,  he  asked  him  who  was 
ill.  Rory,  not  liking  him,  and  aware  of  his 
prying  nature,  wished  for  reasons  of  his  own 


RORY  o'more.  155 

that  he  should  not  know  for  whom  they  were 
intended,  as  he  thought  it  possible  the  animal 
might  pay  a  visit  to  the  cottage  on  the  plea 
of  giving  advice,  and  see  the  stranger,  and, 
what  would  be  worse,  heai'  him  raving  too ; 
and  Rory's  surmises  as  to  the  profession  of 
his  guest  made  him  anxious  that  this  should 
not  be.  He  accordingly  evaded  all  the  questions 
of  the  medical  attorney  as  well  as  he  could, 
and  left  him  without  giving  him  any  informa- 
tion on  the  subject.  But  this  was  quite  enough 
to  excite  Sweeny's  suspicion,  and  set  his  curio- 
sity craving ;  and  so  he  rode  out  the  next 
day  to  pay  Rory's  home  a  visit,  and  ferret  out 
the  mystery.  On  arriving  at  the  house,  he 
hung  his  horse's  bridle-reins  over  a  hook  near 
the  door,  and  bolted  into  the  cottage  at  once. 
Rory,  his  mother,  and  sister,  were  all  there ; 
therefore,  it  was  a  plain  case  that  none  of  the 
family  were  ill. 

"  Good  morrow,  widow  !"  said  Sweeny  in 
his  politest  manner — "glad  to  see  you  well, 
ma'am,  —  and  you,  Mary  O'More  —  well  and 
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hearty  ; —  all  well,  I  see— glad  of  it.  I  was 
afraid  some  one  was  sick — saw  Rory  getting 
drugs  yesterday — just  dropt  in  as  I  was  com- 
ing by,  to  see  could  I  offer  any  advice :  who 's 
sick  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Sweeny,  I  *m  obleeged," 
said  the  widow  coldly ;  "  I  jist  wanted  a 
thrifle  o'  physic,  and  so  Rory  wint  for  it :"  and 
she  bustled  about,  evidently  having  no  incli- 
nation to  enter  into  conversation  with  him,  and 
letting  him  see  that  such  was  her  intention  ; 
but  Sweeny  was  not  to  be  put  off  so. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  in  the  way  of  advice, 
Mrs.  O'More  ?" 

"  Yis,  indeed,  Mr.  Sweeny,  you  can  ;  and 
I  think  ril  be  goin*  over  to  you,  to  ask  about 
a  little  bit  o'  law  soon,  for  I  'm  having  an 
alteration  made  in  my  lase." 

"Yes,  yes, —  certainly — law  business — cer- 
tainly—  always  ready,  Mrs.  O'More :  but  I 
mean  in  the  medical  way,  —  you  know  I  'm 
skilful  in  that  way,  Mrs.  O'More  —  and  as 
there 's  some  one  sick  here,  if  I  can  be  of  any 


RORY  o'more.  157 

use,  I  '11  be  most  happy  —  most  happy,  Mrs. 
O'More." 

The  widow  saw  there  was  no  evading  the 
attorney,  and  so  she  said  a  traveller  had  been 
going  the  road,  and  was  taken  iU,  and  they 
took  him  in  and  put  him  to  bed ;  but  "  it 
wouldn't  signify,  plase  God  !  and  he  M  be  well 
enough  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  If  I  can  be  of  any  use,  I'll  see  him  with 
pleasure." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  gave  him  something 
myself  that  I  know  will  do  him  good — obleeged 
to  you  all  the  same." 

"  Is  he  poor  ?"  said  Sweeny. 

"  I  never  asked  him  that,"  said  the  widow 
reproachfully. 

"  Of  course — of  course ; — but  then  I  mean, 
you  might  guess." 

"Guess!"  said  Rory,  who  had  been  eyeing 
Sweeny  all  this  time  with  a  sidelong  glance  of 
contempt, — "  Guess  ! — why,  thin  tare  an  ouns  ! 
do  you  think  the  man's  a  riddle  or  a  comui- 
dherum,  that  we  'd  be  guessin'  at  him  ?" 
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All  the  time  this  conversation  was  going  on, 
Sweeny  kept  rolling  his  little  grey  eyes  about 
him ;  and  at  last  he  spied  De  Lacy's  port- 
manteau, and  approaching  it  directly,  and  lay- 
ing hold  of  it,  he  said,  "  This  is  the  traveller's 
portmanteau,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Well,  and  what  if  it  is  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  Oh,  nothing— nothing,"  said  Sweeny,  who 
had  turned  it  over  and  over  to  look  for  a  name 
or  initials ;  but  there  were  none  :  "  no  harm 
in  my  asking,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Nor  no  good,  either,"  said  Rory. 

"  Only,  by  this  portmanteau,  the  traveller  is 
a  gentleman,  I  perceive." 

"  Well,  he  *s  not  the  worse  of  that,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Anything  I  can  do  for  the  gentleman.  Til 
be  most  happy,"  said  Sweeny,  who  always  laid 
a  gentleman  under  obligation  if  he  could. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  but  he 's  very  comfortable 
here,  I  can  tell  you,  and  sha'n't  want  for  any- 
thing," said  the  widow. 

"  I've  no  doubt  of  that,  Mrs.  O'More ;— but 
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if  I  could  see  him,  perhaps  I  might  be  able  to 
give  some  little  advice.  Is  he  in  that  room?" 
said  Sweeny,  pointing  as  he  spoke. 

"He's  asleep,  and  mustn't  be  disturbed," 
said  Rory. 

Just  at  that  moment  De  Lacy's  raving  took 
a  noisy  turn,  and  he  became  audible  to  Sweeny. 

"  There,"  said  Sweeny,  "  he  's  awake, — now 
you  can  let  me  go  in  ;"  and  he  was  advancing 
to  the  door,  when  Rory  stepped  between,  and 
said  the  patient  shouldn't  be  disturbed  at  the 
same  time  he  turned  towards  his  mother,  and 
made  a  grimace,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Sweeny 
must  not  be  admitted."  The  widow  grinned 
and  blinked  her  eyes,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  He 
shall  not." — "  You  see,  Mr.  Sweeny,"  said  she, 
"  the  poor  gintleman  's  ravin',  and  doesn't 
like  sthrangers." 

"  Raving  !  —  ho,  ho  !  —  fever  —  dangerous, 
Mrs.  O'More,— take  care,  take  care." 

"  I've  taken  every  care,  sir." 

"  But  fever,  Mrs.  O'More; — have  you  given 
him  feverescing  drinks  ?  " 
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"  He  has  all  he  wants." 

"  You  should  write  to  his  friends,  and  tell 
them  ; —  may  die,  you  know  ;  —  1*11  write  to 
them,  if  you  like." 

"  And  charge  six-and-eightpence  for  it,"  said 
Rory  aside. 

"  Do  you  know  his  name  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Rory  very  short ;  "  we  didn't 
ax  him  any  impid'nt  questions." 

"  Rory,  my  man,  don't  be  unreasonable,  — 
don't  be  in  a  passion ; — maybe  a  person  of 
consequence  —  his  friends  in  a  state  of  sus- 
pense.— He  's  raving :  now  all  you  have  to  do 
is  to  open  his  valise  and  examine  his  papers, 
and  find  out  who  he  is.  Til  do  it  for  you,  if 
you  like." 

Rory's  rage  now  burst  its  bounds.  The  pry- 
ing impertinence  of  Sweeny  he  bore  so  long  as 
it  merely  amounted  to  his  personal  annoyance ; 
but  when  he  made  the  last  proposition,  Rory 
opened  upon  him  furiously. 

"  Why,  thin,  do  you  take  me  for  such  a  mane- 
sperited  dog,  that  while  a  sick  man  was  on  his 
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back,  I'd  turn  spy  and  thief,  and  brake  open 
his  portmantle  and  hunt  for  his  saycrets  ?" 

"  My  dear  Rory !" 

"  Don't  dear  me  ! — Dear,  indeed, — 'faith  ! 
it's  chape  you  howld  me,  if  you  think  I'd  do  sitch 
a  dirty  turn, — to  bethray  the  man  undher  my 
roof; — you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself !" 

"  But  it 's  a  common  practice  !" 

'*  A  common  Hurney's  practice  maybe, — or 
a  common  thief  s  practice." 

"Hillo,  Rory!" 

"  Oh,  to  the  divil  I  pitch  you  and  your 
hilla !— I  say,  a  common  thief's  practice,  again, 
— to  break  locks  or  cut  open  bags,  and  pimp 
and  spy  ; — faugh  on  the  man  would  do  the 
like  !  Throth,  if  I  thought  there  was  one  dhrop 
o'  blood  in  my  body  would  consent  to  it,  I'd 
open  my  veins  till  it  was  out.  Oh,  murther, 
murther, — rto  hear  of  sitch  a  scheming  turn  ! — 
If  I  done  such  a  rogue's  thrick,  I'd  howld  my- 
self disgraced  to  the  end  of  my  days,  and  think 
myself  only  fit  company  for  Judas." 

Sweeny  was  dumb-foundered  before  the  tor- 
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rent  of  Rory's  honest  indignation,  and  M'as 
about  to  make  some  shuffling  reply,  when 
Mary  O'More  entered  the  cottage,  she  having 
left  it  a  moment  before,  and  said,  "  Run,  run, 
Mr.  Sweeny !  there 's  your  horse  has  got  his 
head  out  of  the  bridle,  and  is  run  into  the 
field." 

Now  it  was  Mary  herself  who  had  loosened 
the  bridle  from  the  beast,  and  let  him  escape, 
for  the  purpose  of  getting  rid  of  their  trouble- 
some visitor. 

Sweeny  cut  short  his  discourse,  and  darted 
from  the  house,  pursuing  his  horse  into  the 
field,  where  he  arrived  in  time  to  see  him  roll- 
ing over  in  great  glee,  much  to  the  benefit  of  a 
new  saddle. 

Sweeny  shouted,  "  murder !"  and  it  was 
some  time  before  the  horse  could  be  caught, 
even  with  the  assistance  of  Rory.  When  he 
was  secured,  the  saddle  was  discovered  to  have 
been  split  by  the  horse's  tumbles;  and  when 
Sweeny  got  into  his  seat  and  turned  home- 
wards, he  saw  Mary  O'More  showing  her  white 
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teeth  in  a  most  undisguised  laugh  at  the  result 
of  her  trick,  which  Rory  rejoiced  in  equally. 

After  De  Lacy  suffering  under  dangerous 
fever  for  some  time,  the  eruption  made  its  ap- 
pearance, and  he  was  soon  out  of  danger.  He 
had  no  other  aid  in  his  illness  than  that  of  the 
widow's  simple  remedies,  which,  backed  by  a 
good  constitution,  carried  him  through,  and 
now  quiet  and  patience  were  all  that  he  required. 

As  soon  as  he  recovered  his  senses,  it  was 
some  time  before  he  could  perfectly  understand 
how  he  came  to  be  in  Rory  O'More's  cottage ; 
but  a  few  words  from  his  kind  host  gradually 
gave  the  key  to  memory,  and  he  was  enabled  to 
recall  the  circumstances  that  preceded  his  ill- 
ness. After  this  he  was  for  some  time  silent, 
and  then  he  asked  what  was  the  day  of  the 
month.  On  being  told,  he  knit  his  brow,  and 
seemed  to  undergo  some  feelings  of  disappoint- 
ment, to  which  an  expression  of  great  anxiety 
succeeded. 

''  O'More,"  said  he  at  last,  "  shut  the  door. 
Come  close  to  me  ;  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question. 
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and  I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  salvation,  to 
answer  me  truly.  I  know  I  have  been  out  of 
my  senses,  and  I  suppose  I  talked  a  great  deal 
while  I  was  so.  Now  tell  me  honestly,  did 
anything  remarkable  strike  you  in  my  raving  ?" 

"  Yes,  there  did,  sir,"  said  Rory,  smiling  at 
De  Lacy,  and  looking  straight  into  his  eyes 
with  that  honest  look  that  honesty  alone  can 
give. 

There  was  a  soothing  influence  to  De  Lacy 
in  the  expression  of  that  smile  and  look,  and  a 
peculiar  intelligence  in  them,  that  showed  him 
Rory  knew  the  drift  of  his  question,  by  having 
fathomed  the  circumstances  of  his  situation." 

"  I  'm  sure  you  guess  what  I  am,"  said  De 
Lacy. 

"  Shouldher  arms,  —  whoo  !"  said  Rory, 
laughing. 

"  De  Lacy  smiled  faintly  at  Rory's  mode  of 
illustrating  his  knowledge. 

"  You  are  right,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  and  you 
know  I  'm  not  a  soldier  of  King  George."" 

Rory  sang,  in  a  low  tone. 
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"  Viva  la,  the  French  is  coming — 
Viva  la,  our  friends  is  thrae ; 
Viva  la,  the  French  is  coming — 
What  will  the  poor  yeomen  do  ?" 

De  Lacy  nodded  assent,  and  smiled,  and, 
after  a  short  pause,  said,  ''  You  're  a  sharp 
fellow,  O'More." 

"  I  've  been  blunt  enough  with  you,  sir." 

"  Honest  as  the  sun,"  said  De  Lacy.  "  Now 
tell  me,  do  the  women  know  anything  about 
this?" 

"  Not  a  taste  ;  they  suspect  you  no  more  nor 
the  child  unborn :  only,  Mary  says -" 

"  What  ?"  said  De  Lacy,  rather  alarmed. 

"  That  you  're  in  love,  sir, — beggin'  your 
pardon." 

"Oh!  that's  all.  Well,  she's  right  too. 
Why,  you  Ve  a  sharp  family  altogether." 

"  Divil  a  much  sharpness  in  that,"  said 
Rory :  "  sure,  whin  there 's  the  laste  taste  o' 
love  goin',  the  wind  o'  the  word  is  enough  for 
a  woman.  Oh  !  let  them  alone  for  findin'  out 
the  soft  side  of  a  man's  heart ! — the  greatest 
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fool  o'  them  all  is  wise  enough  in  such  mat- 
thers." 

"  O'More,"  said  De  Lacy,  after  another 
pause,  "  you  're  a  united  Irishman." 

Rory  smiled.  "  Now  it 's  your  turn  to  be 
sharp,"  said  he. 

"  You  are  a  united  man,  then  ?"  said  De 
Lacy. 

"  To  the  core  of  my  heart,"  replied  Rory 
with  energy. 

"  Then  my  mind  's  at  ease,"  said  De  Lacy ; 
and  he  held  out  his  hand  to  O'More,  who 
gave  his  in  return,  and  De  Lacy  shook  it 
warmly. 

"  God  be  praised,  sir  !"  said  Rory ;  "  but 
how  does  that  set  your  mind  at  aise  ?'' 

"  Because  you  can  fulfil  a  mission  for  me, 
Rory,  that  otherwise  must  have  failed  ; — that 
is,  if  you'll  undertake  it." 

"  Undhertake  it ! — I  'd  go  to  the  four  corners 
of  the  earth  in  a  good  cause." 

"  You  're  a  brave  fellow  !"  said  De  Lacy. 
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"  But  will  you  tell  me,  sir,"  said  Rory,  "  is 
the  French  comin*  in  airnest  to  help  us  ?" 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  Rory — and  you  shall  be 
the  joyful  messenger  of  their  coming  by  doing 
the  errand  I  wish  for." 

««0h!  but  that'll  be  the  proud  day  for 
me,  your  honour  !" 

"  Well,  then,  there 's  no  time  to  lose.  I 
asked  you  the  day  of  the  month  a  few  minutes 
ago,  and  my  heart  sank  within  me  when  you 
told  me  the  date ;  to-morrow  I  am  bound  by 

promise  to  be  in   the  town  of ,  where  an 

agent  from  France  is  waiting,  who  bears  in- 
telligence to  Ireland.  It  is  impossible  for  me 
to  go ;  —  now  will  you  undertake  the  duty, 
Rory  ?" 

"  With  all  the  veins  o'  my  heart !"  said 
Rory,  "  and  be  proud  into  the  bargain." 

"  Go,  then,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  to  the  town 
of ,  and  there  on  the  quay  there 's  a  pub- 
lic-house." 

"  'Faith,  there  is,  —  and  more,"  said  Rory. 
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"  The  public-house  I  mean  bears  a  very 
odd  sign." 

"  I  '11  be  bound  I  know  it,"  said  Rory, 
whose  national  impatience  would  not  wait  for 
De  Lacy's  directions ;  "  I  *11  engage  it 's  the 
Cow  and  the  Wheelbarrow/' 

''No,"  said  De  Lacy,  who  could  not  help 
smiling  at  the  oddness  of  the  combination  in 
Rory's  anticipated  sign,  "it  is  not ;  but  one 
quite  as  queer :  the  Cat  and  Bagpipes." 

"  Oh,  that 's  a  common  sign,"  said  Rory. 

*«  There  are  a  great  many  very  queer  things 
common  in  Ireland,"  said  De  Lacy,  who  even  in 
his  present  weakened  state  could  not  resist  his 
habitual  love  of  remark.  *'  You  are  well  ac- 
quainted, I  see,  with  the  town,"  he  continued. 

«'  Indeed,  and  I  'm  not,"  said  Rory  ;  "  I 
never  was  there  but  wanst,  and  that  happened 
to  be  on  the  quay,  by  the  same  token,  where 
I  remarked  the  Cow  and  the  Wheelbarrow,  for 
it 's  a  sign  I  never  seen  afore,  and  is  mighty 
noticeable." 
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"But  that  is  not  the  sign  of  the  house  you 
are  to  go  to,  remember." 

*'  Oh,  by  no  manes,  sir ;  the  Cat  and  Bag- 
pipes is  my  mark." 

"  Yes  !  and  there  about  the  hour  of  six  in  the 
evening  you  will  see  a  party  of  three  men." 

"But  if  there's  two  parties  of  three ?"  said 
Rory. 

"  You  can  distinguish  our  friends  by  con- 
triving, in  the  most  natural  way  you  can, — I 
mean,  so  as  not  to  excite  observation  from 
any  but  those  who  will  understand  and  an- 
swer your  signal,— to  say,  One^  two,  three,  in 
their  hearing  ;  and  if  those  whom  I  expect  you 
to  meet  should  be  there,  you  will  be  spoken 
to  by  them,  and  then  you  must  introduce 
into  whatever  you  say  to  them  these  words, 
They  were  very  fine  ducks.  They  will  then  leave 
the  public-house,  and  you  may  ;rust  yourself 
to  follow  wherever  they  lead." 

'*  Now,  how  am  I  to  make  sure  that  they  are 
right  ?"  said  Rory. 

VOL.  I.  I 
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''  You  have  my  word  for  their  being  trusty," 
said  De  Lacy. 

"Oh,  sir,  sure  it 's  not  your  word  Fd  be 
doubting ;  but  I  mane,  how  am  I  to  make  sure 
that  it  is  the  right  men  /  spake  to  ?*** 

"  Their  noticing  your  remark  will  be  suf- 
ficient ;  but,  as  a  further  assurance,  they  can 
return  you  the  united  man''s  signal  and  grip. 
Give  me  your  hand,"  said  De  Lacy,  and  he 
clasped  the  extended  palm  of  Rory. 

"That's  the  grip,"  said  Rory,  "sure 
enough.  Why,  thin,  how  did  you  come  by 
that,  sir  ?""  said  Rory ;  "  tare  alive  !  are  the 
French  united  Irishmen  ?" 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  De  Lacy,  smiling ; 
''  but  the  chosen  know  your  signs.  Now  I  've 
told  you  all  that's  requisite  for  your  mission  : 
when  you  give  these  signs,  they  whom  you  11 
meet  will  tell  you  what  it  is  requisite  for  me  to 
know,  and  you  can  bring  me  back  the  intelli- 
gence."" 

"  I've  no  time  to  lose,"  said  Rory  ;  "  I  must 
be  off  to-morrow  by  the  dawn." 
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"  Will  your  mother  or  sister  suspect  any- 
thing from  your  absence  P^"* 

*'  Why,  sir,  the  thruth  is,  neither  mother 
nor  sisther  ever  questioned  me  about  my  in- 
comings or  outgoings ;  though  they  have,  av 
coorse,  observed  I  was  not  always  regular,  and 
women  is  sharp  enough  in  sitch  matthers ;  but 
they  suspect  something  is  going  on  in  the 
counthry;  how  could  they  help  it?  but  they 
know  it  is  in  a  good  cause,  and  that  they  have 
no  business  to  meddle  with  it,  and  so  the  fewer 
questions  they  ask,  they  think  it  is  the  betther. 
They  know  men  must  do  what  becomes  men ; 
and  though  the  mother  and  sisther  loves  me  as 
well  as  ever  a  son  or  a  brother  was  loved  in  this 
wide  world,  they  would  rather  see  me  do  what 
a  man  ought  to  do,  and  die,  than  skulk  and 
live  undher  disgrace." 

De  Lacy  was  touched  by  this  simple  expres- 
sion of  the  chivalrous  feeling  which  existed 
throughout  this  humble  family,  and,  after  Rory 
assuring  him  he  would  do  his  mission,  and  tell- 
ing him  to  '  keep  never  minding'  to  the  mother, 
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he  took  his  instructions  once  more,  and  recom- 
mended De  Lacy  to  go  to  sleep. 

It  was  evening ;  so  Rory  bade  his  guest  good- 
night. "  You  won'*t  see  me  again  till  afther  I 
come  back  ;  make  yourself  aisy,  sir.  The  thing 
will  be  done,  depend  upon  that :  above  all,  say 
nothing  to  the  mother  ;  she  '11  ask  me  no  ques- 
tions, and  I  '11  tell  her  no  lies."  With  this  wise 
saying,  Rory  left  De  Lacy,  who  soon  slept, 
from  the  fatigue  which  the  excitement  he  had 
just  gone  through  produced. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  BRITANNIA    RULES    THE    WAVES." 

It  was  in  the  grey  of  a  fine  autumnal  morn- 
ing, about  a  fortnight  previously  to  the  scene 
and  time  just  recorded,  that  a  swift  lugger  was 
seen  dashing  the  spray  from  her  beautiful  bows 
as  she  sailed  through  a  fleet  of  stately  men-of- 
war  that  lay  in  the  Texel.  The  lugger  made 
for  the  shore,  and  when  close  in,  dropped  her 
anchor;  and  her  small  boat  being  lowered  from 
her  stern,  three  men  entered  it,  and  it  was 
pulled  swiftly  to  the  beach.  To  one  who 
knew  not  that  a  craft  like  the  lugger  required 
a  numerous  crew,  it  might  have  been  sup- 
posed, when  those  three  men  left  her  side,  that 
every  living  thing  had  departed  from  her ;  for 
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the  stillness  which  prevailed  within  her  was  pro- 
found. There  she  lay  on  the  placid  water,  quiet 
as  the  element  she  floated  on,  without  a  sign  or 
a  sound  to  indicate  that  she  was  the  den  of 
many  a  daring  ruffian.  : 

About  noon  the  boat  reapproached  the  lug- 
ger, with  two  additional  persons,  and  after 
hailing  her,  and  remaining  a  few  minutes  un- 
der her  quarter,  again  pushed  off,  and  made 
for  the  centre  of  the  fleet,  where  the  flag  of 
Admiral  De  Winter  floated  from  the  mast  of 
the  Vryheid, — a  splendid  seventy-four. 

Three  persons  from  the  boat  went  up  the 
side  of  the  admiral's  ship,  two  of  whom  were 
admitted  to  the  admiral's  cabin ;  the  third, 
the  commander  of  the  lugger,  waited  on  the 
deck  until  those  he  brought  from  the  shore 
should  command  his  presence  below.  And 
these  two  were  persons,  whose  names  are  well 
known  in  the  eventful  history  of  the  period, 
and  on  their  heads  was  the  price  of  blood, 
—  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  and  Lewines  :  the 
former,  an  exile  for  some  time  from  his  coun- 
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try ;  and  the  otherf  more  recently  an  envoy 
from  the  executive  of  the  disaffected  party  in 
Ireland.  Tone  had  obtained  rank  in  the 
French  army,  and  was  at  this  moment  on  the 
etat  major  of  the  armament  destined  for  the 
invasion  of  the  kingdom  of  Great  Britain ; 
though  at  what  point  that  invasion  might  take 
place  was  not  as  yet  decided ; — it  being  matter 
of  dispute  whether  the  expedition  should  land 
on  the  English  coast,  or  in  Ireland ;  whether  it 
should  strike  at  the  vitals  of  Great  Britain,  or 
assail  her  from  the  extremities. 

General  Hoche,  who  was  only  second  in  fame 
to  Bonaparte,  was  anxious  to  do  something 
brilliant,  while  the  fame  of  his  rival*s  Italian 
campaigns  made  Europe  ring  with  wonder ;  and 
as  the  prevalence  of  contrary  winds  had  pre- 
vented the  expedition  sailing  for  some  weeks 
for  Ireland,  he  made  the  daring  proposal  of 
landing  in  Lincolnshire  and  marching  direct 
on  London.  A  year  before,  his  expedition 
which  sailed  from  Brest  for  Ireland  was  ut- 
terly defeated  by  contrary  winds ;  and  as  the 
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same  element  seemed,  as  usual,  to  interpose  a 
providential  barrier  between  England  and  her 
foes,  he,  with  that  impatient  thought  so  cha- 
racteristic of  genius,  suggested  the  idea  that 
as  the  wind  did  not  blow  in  favour  of  the  course 
they  wanted  to  steer,  they  should  make  it  sub- 
servient to  another  purpose,  descend  on  the 
most  open  quarter,  and  trust  to  the  fortune  of 
war ;  for  he  burned  that  some  great  achieve- 
ment of  his  should  prevent  his  name  being 
overshadowed  by  the  freshly-springing  laurels 
of  Napoleon  Bonaparte. 

Against  this  preposterous  notion  of  carrying 
England  by  a  coup  de  main,  Tone  had  always 
argued  strenuously ;  but  he  found  such  a  sin- 
gular ignorance  of  the  state  of  England,  as  well 
as  Ireland,  to  exist  amongst  the  French,  that 
it  was  with  great  difficulty  he  could  make  Ge- 
neral Hoche  listen  to  a  word  against  his  newly- 
conceived  expedition.  It  was,  therefore,  with 
great  pleasure  he  had  the  letter  of  De  Lacy, 
bearing  so  strongly  on  this  point,  put  into  his 
hands  that  morning  by  the  commander  of  the 
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lugger,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  laying  it  before 
the  authorities  in  command  of  the  expedition, 
to  dissuade  them  from  a  course  that  he  knew 
could  be  no  other  than  ruinous. 

When  he  and  Lewines  entered  the  cabin  of 
the  admiral.  Generals  Koche  and  Daendells 
were  looking  over  a  map  of  England  ;  and  Ad- 
miral De  Winter,  with  his  second-in-command, 
Admiral  Storey,  were  examining  charts  of  the 
British  Channel  and  the  North  Sea. 

"  You  see  I  Ve  not  given  it  up  yet/'  said 
Hoche  vivaciously  to  Tone. 

*'  I  perceive  you  have  not,  general,"  said  the 
latter ;  "but  I  think  this  will  decide  you  C  and 
he  presented  to  him  the  letter  of  De  Lacy. 

Hoche  pounced  upon  it,  and  began  to  de- 
vour its  contents.  He  passed  rapidly  on,  till, 
stopping  suddenly,  he  asked,  "  Who  is  this 
from  ?" 

Tone  informed  him  it  was  from  an  agent  of 
General  Clark,  who  had  been  commissioned 
to  inquire  into  the  truth  of  all  the  statements 
Tone  had  made  to  the  Directorv. 

I  5 
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'*  I  remember/'  said  Hoche ;  and  he  resumed 
his  reading. 

A  conversation  ensued  in  the  mean  time 
between  the  admirals  and  the  Irish  emissaries, 
until  it  was  interrupted  by  Hoche  exclaiming 
impatiently,  "  Que  diable!  What  have  carved 
ceilings  and  handsome  apartments  to  do  with 
the  matter  ?  His  oak  ceiling  is  only  good  for 
burning !  What  nonsense  !"  And  he  threw 
down  the  letter  contemptuously. 

"  Pray,  go  on,  general,"  said  Tone.  "  There 
is  a  good  deal  of  detail,  certainly,  in  the  com- 
munication;  but  if  the  writer  has  been  careful 
and  elaborate  in  his  observations,  it  is  only  fair 
to  read  them  all  to  arrive  at  a  just  estimate 
of  his  judgment. 

Hoche  continued  the  reading  of  the  letter, 
and  as  he  proceeded,  his  face  became  more 
thoughtful,  he  read  with  deeper  attention  ;  and 
when  he  had  finished  the  perusal,  he  laid  down 
the  letter  in  silence,  as  if  he  had  not  the  heart 
to  say,  "  I  must  give  up  my  expedition,"  al- 
though he  felt  it  was  hopeless. 
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"  You  see,  general,"  said  Tone,  "  the  expe- 
dition to  Ireland  is  the  only  thing/' 

"  Whenever  it  can  sail  there,""'  said  Hoche. 

"  That  may  be  a  month,"*  said  Daendells. 

"  Or  to-morrow,"  said  Tone. 

"  This  south-westerly  wind  is  blowing  as  if 
it  had  set  in  for  it,"  said  the  admiral,  shaking 
his  head,  as  if  he  doubted  Tone's  hopeful  anti- 
cipation. 

"  The  troops  have  been  now  embarked  nearly 
a  month,"  said  General  Daendells,  "  and  though 
amply  provisioned  for  the  probable  necessities 
of  the  expedition,  it  is  impossible  their  stores 
can  last  much  longer ;  and  whenever  they  be- 
come exhausted,  I  doubt  how  far  our  govern- 
ment would  deem  it  prudent  to  advance  further 
supplies."  • 

"General  Daendells,"  said  Hoche,  "it  has 
appeared  to  me,  lately,  that  the  Batavian  re- 
public seems  to  have  a  jealousy  that  her  army 
should  be  led  by  a  general  of  France  in  an 
affair  that  promises  so  much  glory,  and  I 
should  not  wonder  that  much  further  delay  in 
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the  sailing  of  the  expedition  might  prevent  this 
noble  undertaking  altogether.  Now,  I  would 
not  for  the  glory  of  Caesar  that  my  pergonal 
fame  should  interfere  with  the  great  cause  of 
universal  freedom  ;  and  if  you  think  that  your 
legislative  assembly  would  be  more  willing  to 
pursue  this  enterprise  if  it  were  under  the  com- 
mand of  one  of  its  own  generals,  I  will  with- 
draw my  pretensions  to  the  command,  and  give 
all  the  chance  of  the  glory  to  you." 

"  You  are  &  noble  fellow,"  said  Daendells, 
extending  his  hand  to  Hoche  ;  "  there  may  be 
some  truth  in  what  you  say,  and  I  shall  never 
forget  this  act  of  generosity  on  your  part,  for 
none  can  deny  that  you,  from  your  efforts 
made  and  disappointments  endured  in  this 
cause,  deserve  to  peap  all  the  laurels  that  may 
be  mine  in  the  result.  This'  is  the  greatest  of 
your  conquests,  —  you  have  triumphed  over 
your  ambition  !"' 

Tone  was  affected  almost  to  tears  —  he 
could  scarcely  speak ;  but,  struggling  with  his 
emotion,  he  said,   "  General,  my  country  will 
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never  forget  this  noble  conduct  on  your  part. 
We  knew  how  brave  you  are,  but  we  did  not 
know  how  generous  !" 

"Who  brought  this  letter?"  said  Hoche, 
wishing  to  turn  the  conversation. 

"  De  Welskein,  the  smuggler,"  said  Tone ; 
"  and  he  wishes  to  know  whether  he  may  pro- 
mise speedy  aid  to  the  sufferers  in  Ireland,  for 
they  are  beginning  to  be  impatient  of  it.'' 

"  The  moment  the  wind  permits,  they  shall 
have  succour,"  said  Daendells.  "  Is  it  not  so, 
admiral  ?"  said  he  to  De  Winter. 

"  Certainly,"  answered  the  admiral.  "  Is 
the  smuggler  on  board  ?"  added  he,  addressing 
Tone. 

*'  Yes,  admiral." 

"  Then  I  wish  to  speak  to  him  ;"  and  the 
smuggler  was  ordered  into  the  admiral's  pre- 
sence. 

De  Welskein  was  a  Frenchman,  though  bear- 
ing a  Dutch  name :  he  was  one  of  the  many 
desperate  characters  that  the  French  revolution 
produced.     A  fellow  of  loose  habits  and  despe- 
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rate  fortunes,  he  took  to  smuggling,  as  the  rea- 
diest mode  of  indulging  the  one  and  repairing 
the  other :  he  had  also  a  love  of  finesse,  and  a 
spirit  of  intrigue,  that  this  sort  of  life  enabled 
him  to  indulge  in ;  and  he  was  the  most  active 
of  the  agents  in  carrying  on  intelligence  be- 
tween France  and  Ireland  at  that  period ; — not 
that  he  cared  for  the  Irish,  not  that  he  had  a 
moral  sensibility  within  him  to  desire  the  libe- 
ration of  the  veriest  slave, — but  that  it  gave  him 
an  opportunity  to  smuggle  and  intrigue.  Many 
a  turbulent  spirit  in  Ireland  who  longed  for 
an  outbreak  of  rebellion,  and  who  looked  to 
France  for  aid,  courted  Monsieur  De  Welskein 
as  emissary  from  the  land  of  promise,  and  he 
made  them,  through  this  hold  upon  them,  more 
ready  instruments  in  his  smuggling  specula- 
tions. 

Deficient  though  De  Welskein  was  in  any 
moral  appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  freedom,  he 
babbled  in  the  jargon  of  his  time  about  it,  and 
shouted  '  Vive  la  liberti  f  because  his  liberie 
meant  the  absence  of  all  restraint,  human  or 
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divine ;  and  he  had  a  sort  of  confused  notion 
that  a  revolution  was  glorious,  and  that  it 
was  the  business  of  the  grande  nation  to  revo- 
lutionise the  world  in  general,  but  Ireland  in 
particular,  because  it  gave  him  a  good  oppor- 
tunity for  smuggling  brandy  and  tobacco. 

There  was  a  species  of  melodramatic  fancy 
about  the  fellow  too — a  propensity  for  romance 
and  adventure,  that  his  connexion  with  Ire- 
land gratified.  Besides,  it  indulged  his  vanity, 
as,  in  his  present  situation,  Monsieur  Eugene 
St.  Foix  de  Welskein  was  no  small  personage 
in  his  own  opinion  :  he  rhodomontaded  about 
the  fate  of  empires  and  the  destitiies  of  nations, 
as  if  he  were  a  sucking  Jupiter,  or  one  of  the 
French  Directory. 

His  names  too  were  a  source  of  rejoicing  to 
him :  Eugene  St.  Foix.  The  former  he  inherit- 
ed from  his  father ;  the  latter  was  the  maiden 
name  of  his  mother,  who  was  a  washerwoman. 
De  Welskein  he  did  not  much  like;  so  that  his 
companions,  when  they  wished  to  vex  him,  call- 
ed him  by  his  surname,  while  in  moments  of 
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friendship  they  addressed  him  as  Eugene ;  but 
when  they  courted  him,  the  heroic  title  of  St. 
Foix  was  the  one  they  preferred.  To  be  sure, 
they  sometimes  called  him,  behind  his  back, 
Sans  foi ;  but  in  his  presence  he  was  fond  of 
having  his  courage  celebrated  under  the  name 
of  Sam  Peur :  so  that  St.  Foix  sans  peur  was 
a  flattering  address  sometimes  made  to  him  :  — 
but  though  St.  Foix  was  certainly  saws  peur, 
he  was  not  sans  reproche. 

When  De  Welskein  entered  the  cabin,  Ad- 
miral De  Winter  asked  him,  had  he  seen  the 
English  fleet  ? 

He  answered,  that  he  had  passed  them  in  the 
night. 

"  Then  you  could  not  count  the  number  of 
their  ships .?""  said  the  admiral. 

"  I  was  sufficiently  near  in  the  morning  to 
see  them,"  said  the  smuggler,  "  and  I  think 
they  are  eighteen  sail." 

"  Eighteen  ! — are  you  sure?" 

"  I  think,  eighteen  ;   I  'm  almost  sure." 

"  Frigates,  or  line-of-battle.^" 
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"  Most  line-of-battle." 

"  I  see  he  has  observed  them,"  said  the 
admiral,  "  for  I  could  perceive,  even  from 
the  harbour,  with  a  glass,  that  they  were  all 
line-of-battle :  —  but  I  could  only  make  out 
fifteen  ;  they  must  have  been  reinforced. 
Some  of  their  ships  were  in  mutiny  at  the 
Nore ;  perhaps  the  mutiny  has  been  suppress- 
ed, and  that  accounts  for  the  increase  of  num- 
bers.'" 

"  That 's  unlucky,"  said  Tone. 

"  How  unlucky,  sir?"  said  Storey. 

"  As  long  as  our  fleet  had  a  superiority, 
there  was  a  chance  we  could  force  our  passage  ; 
but " 

"  Sir,"  said  Storey,  *'  you  mistake  very 
much  if  you  think  we  would  shrink  from  con- 
tending with  an  equal,  or  even  superior,  num- 
ber of  the  enemy.  I  wish  for  nothing  better 
than  to  be  broadside  to  broadside  with  them." 

This  was  the  bravado  of  the  man  who,  in 
about  a  month  after,  deserted  De  Winter  in 
his  engagement  with  that  identical  fleet,   and 
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literally  ran  away  with  his  division  of  the 
Dutch  force  from  the  enemy  he  vaunted  him- 
self so  eager  to  engage.  —  So  much  for  brag- 
garts ! 

"  Pardon  me,  admiral,"  said  Tone ;  "  I 
hope  neither  you  nor  Admiral  De  Winter ''  — 
and  he  bowed  deferentially  to  that  gallant  offi- 
cer, as  if  it  were  to  him  rather  than  to  Storey 
he  apologised — "I  hope  you  do  not  suppose  me 
so  unworthy  as  to  undervalue  the  bravery  of 
the  Dutch  navy,  at  the  same  time  that  I  con- 
sider it  a  matter  of  importance  we  should 
reach  Ireland  without  an  engagement,  as  by 
that  means  our  force  will  be  undiminished  ; 
and  I  wish  that  the  army  landed  should  be 
as  large  as  possible,  for  the  affair  will  be  the 
sooner  decided,  and  thus  an  effusion  of  blood 
will  be  spared, — and  I  wish  from  my  heart 
that  in  my  poor  country  as  little  blood  as 
possible  may  be  shed.*" 

"Bah!"    said   Hoche ;    '^  you   can't   make 
omelettes  without  breaking  of  eggs.'''' 

"  Adjutant-general,"    said    De   Winter    to 
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Tone,  "  I  do  not  misapprehend  you  :  there  is 
no  denying  that  the  English  are  a  brave  ene- 
my, and  Admiral  Duncan  is  a  gallant  and  able 
officer.  I  shall  not  seek  an  encounter  with  him 
until  I  land  your  expedition,  —  but  I  shall  cer- 
tainly not  shun  it." 

Thus  spoke  the  man  of  true  courage,  who 
fought  his  ships  gallantly  in  the  subsequent 
action,  even  after  the  defection  of  the  braggart 
who  deserted  him. 

Tone  tapped  General  Hoche  on  the  shoul- 
der, and  led  him  apart  for  a  few  words  in  pri- 
vate, the  door  being  open  that  led  to  the  stern 
gallery,  they  walked  forth,  and  Tone  began  an 
energetic  address,  requesting  the  general  to  dis- 
suade the  admiral  as  much  as  possible  from  an 
engagement  with  the  English  fleet.  "  Let  the 
troops  be  landed  in  Ireland,"  said  he :  "  on  the 
land  you  are  invincible,  as  the  English  are  on 
the  seas.  Fate  seems  to  have  given  to  them  the 
dominion  of  the  ocean.  Mark  me  —  my  words 
are  prophetic — so  sure  as  this  fleet  shall  engage 
the  English,  so  surely  shall  it  be  beaten  f 


188  RORY    0*MORE. 

"  De  Winter  is  an  able  officer,"  said  Hoche. 

'•  He  is,"  said  Tone,  "  and  a  brave  man,  I 
am  certain,  from  his  moderate  manner ;  while  I 
doubt  very  much  the  courage  of  that  flourish- 
ing gentleman.  But  have  we  not  the  example 
of  repeated  engagements  to  show  us  that  Great 
Britain  is  an  overmatch  for  every  nation  on 
the  seas  ?  and  it  makes  my  blood  boil  to  think 
that  while  her  fleets  are  freely  manned  by  Irish- 
men, the  land  that  gives  them  birth  groans  be- 
neath her  oppression.  Ireland  helps  to  gather 
laurels  for  Britain's  brows,  but  not  a  leaf  of 
the  chaplet  is  given  to  her ;  she  shares  in  win- 
ning the  victories  that  enrich  and  aggrandize 
the  Queen  of  the  Ocean,  but  is  allowed  no 
portion  of  the  fame  or  the  prosperity."* 

"  Be  not  thus  agitated,"  said  Hoche  sooth- 
ingly, touched  by  the  fierce  enthusiasm  with 
which  Tone  uttered  the  latter  part  of  his 
address :  "  when  once  this  armament  lands  in 
Ireland,  there  is  an  end  of  Great  Britain's  do- 
mination." 

"Ay,  when   it    lands,"    said   Tone,  with   a 
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voice  in  which  impatience  and  hopelessness 
were  strangely  blended.  "  Oh  !"  said  he, 
stretching  out  his  hands  to  the  expanse  of 
sea  and  sky  before  him  —  "  Oh  !  ye  elements 
—  ye  mysterious  agents  of  Heaven!  why  do 
ye  interpose  your  potent  shield  of  air  and 
foam  between  England  and  her  foes  ?  You 
blasted  the  Armada  of  Spain  ;  I  saw  you  scat- 
ter the  ships  of  France  at  Bantry  ;  and  now 
this  gallant  fleet,  with  fifteen  thousand  chosen 
men,  who  bum  for  the  liberation  of  my  coun- 
try, is  chained  here  by  an  adverse  wind  for  a 
whole  month !  Ireland,  my  country,  I  fear 
you  are  doomed  !" 

His  hands  dropped  to  his  side,  his  head  sank 
on  his  chest,  and  he  stood  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  ground. 

*'  Rally,  man — rally  !"  said  Hoche,  slapping 
him  on  the  shoulder  :  «'  why.  Adjutant-gene- 
ral, I  have  never  seen  you  thus  before  !" 

"  Whenever  I  think  of  the  fate  of  that  un- 
happy country,  it  breaks  my  heart !  But  I  've 
done : —  only,  for  God's  sake.  General  Hoche, 
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dissuade  them  from  a  sea-fight;  we  are  ruined 
if  they  attempt  it." 

Hoche  and  Tone  now  re-entered  the  cabin. 
They  found  De  Winter  and  Daendells  giving 
instructions  to  the  smuggler.  De  Winter  de- 
sired him  to  put  himself  in  the  way  of  the 
English  fleet,  and  give  them  some  false  infor- 
mation. It  was  planned  that  De  Welskein 
should  pass  the  English  squadron  in  the  night, 
and  towards  morning  sail  back  again,  as  if  he 
came  up  Channel,  and  tell  the  English  admiral 
that  he  saw  a  French  fleet  at  the  Channel's 
mouth ;  this  might  give  him  an  idea  that  the 
Brest  fleet  had  got  out  to  sea,  which  would 
serve  to  divide  his  attention,  and  possibly  draw 
him  farther  off"  the  coast,  and  leave  a  passage 
from  the  Texel  more  open,  in  case  the  wind 
should  change  so  as  to  favour  such  a  movement. 

General  Daendells  told  him  to  assure  the 
Irish  of  speedy  succour,  for  that  fifteen  thou- 
sand men  were  embarked  for  that  service,  and 
only  waited  a  fair  wind  to  sail.  A  few  lines  to 
De    Lacy,   from  Hoche,   was   all    the  writing 
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the  smuggler  bore,  and  he  left  the  ship  on  his 
mission. 

Such  were  the  plans  that  were*  proposed  ; 
such  were  the  promises  made.  What  was  the 
result  ? 

The  wind  continued  foul  a  fortnight  longer  ; 
in  all,  six  weeks.  The  provisions  for  so  large 
a  number  of  troops,  as  well  as  seamen,  became 
exhausted ;  the  troops  were  relanded  ;  the  ex- 
pedition to  Ireland  was  given  up, —  and  Eng- 
land again  was  spared  the  danger  of  a  formid- 
able invasion  into  a  disaffected  portion  of  her 
kingdom. 

The  night  the  troops  were  disembarked.  Tone 
went  to  his  tent  with  a  heavy  heart :  the  next 
morning  he  saw  the  pennants  of  the  fleet  turn- 
ed towards  England. 

The  breeze  which  the  day  before  would  have 
made  his  blood  dance,  had  he  felt  it  on  the 
deck  of  the  Vryheid,  now  only  made  his  heart 
sick ;  he  stood  on  the  beach  like  one  pos- 
sessed. After  remaining  motionless  for  some 
minutes,    he    stamped    fiercely,    clenched    his 
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teeth,  struck  his  forehead  with  his  hand,  and 
walked  rapidly  away ;  but  ere  he  descended  a 
slight  declivity  that  shut  out  the  bay,  he  turn- 
ed round  and  cast  a  look  of  despair  towards 
his  country. 

Thus  ended  the  second  expedition  under- 
taken for  the  invasion  of  Ireland  :  and  the  gal- 
lant Hoche,  within  a  month  after,  was  no  more 
—  cut  off  in  his  prime  of  manhood  and  career 
of  glory  by  the  hand  of  the  assassin  !^ 

And  what  was  the  fate  of  the  fleet  ? 

Admiral  De  Winter,  the  October  following, 
sailed  from  the  Texel,  met  the  English  squad- 
ron under  Admiral  Duncan,  and  fought  like  a 
hero  ; — but  Storey  deserted  him.  De  Winter, 
nevertheless,  maintained  a  fierce  engagement 
against  superior  numbers:  but  the  prophecy 
of  Tone  was  fulfilled ;  after  a  well-contested 
fight,  the  Dutch  struck  their  colours,  and  the 
flag  of  England  again  floated  triumphantly 
over  the  seas. 

*  Hoche'slife  was  attempted  more  than  once.  His  death 
was  attributed  to  slow  poison. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    PRETTY    GIRL    MILKING    HER    COW. 

"  I  saw  a  young  damsel, — 'twas  Xoreen ; — 
Her  ringlets  did  carelessly  flow. 
Oh  !  how  I  adore  you,  ma  vourneen, 
Ma  colleen  dhas  crutheen  na  ?nbho.^' 

RoRY  O'MoRE  left  his  cottage  at  an  early 
hour 'the  morning  after  his  conversation  with 
De  Lacy.  For  a  few  miles  he  followed  the  by- 
road that  led  from  his  house,  and  then  struck 
into  a  path  through  some  fields,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  the  high-road  which  was  the 
direct  way  to  the  place  of  his  destination. 

As  he  was  walking  briskly  on,  looking  nei- 
ther to  the  right  nor  the  left,  but  quite  ab- 
sorbed in  the  contemplation  of  the  business  he 
had    undertaken,   his   attention    was    suddenly 
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arrested  by  hearing  one  of  those  quaint  and 
sportive  melodies  of  his  country  sung  by  a 
sweet  voice.  Rory  paused ; — he  recognised  the 
tones  that  had  so  often  made  his  heart  thrill 
with  pleasure, — and  running  up  the  gentle  hill 
before  him,  he  beheld,  as  he  topped  the  sum- 
mit on  the  other  side  of  the  hillock,  seated 
under  the  shade  of  a  hawthorn  hedge,  a  beau- 
tiful peasant  girl,  whose  song  proceeded  mer- 
rily while  she  was  milking  her  cows. 

Kathleen  Regan  was  sitting  with  her  back 
towards  the  point  whence  Rory  approached ;  so 
that  he  was  enabled,  unperceived  by  her,  to 
gaze  with  pleasure  on  her  sweet  figure  and 
listen  to  her  sportive  song. 

There 's  a  lad  that  I  know;  and  I  know  that  he 

Speaks  softly  to  me, 

The  cushla-ma-chree  ! 
He 's  the  pride  of  my  heart,  and  he  loves  me  well ; 
But  who  the  lad  is^  I  'm  not  going  to  tell. 

He 's  as  straight  as  a  rush,  and  as  bright  as  the  stream 

That  around  it  doth  gleam, — 

Oh  1  of  him  how  I  dream ! 
I  'm  as  high  as  his  shoulder — the  way  that  I  know 
Is,  he  caught  me  one  day,  just  my  measure  to  show. 
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He  whisper'd  a  question  one  day  in  my  ear : 

When  he  breathed  it,  oh  dear ! 

How  I  trembled  with  fear ! 
What  the  question  he  ask'd  was,  I  need  not  confess ; 
But  the  answer  I  gave  to  the  question  was,  "  Yes." 

His  eyes  they  are  bright,  and  they  looked  so  kind 

When  I  was  inclined 

To  speak  my  mind  ! 
And  his  breath  is  so  sweet — oh,  the  rose's  is  less ! 
And  how  I  found  it  out, —  why  I  leave  you  to  guess. 

The  scene  was  one  to  excite  the  imagination 
and  charm  the  senses  of  one  less  keen  to  such 
pleasures  than  Rory.  He  could  catch  the  soft 
scent  of  the  morning  breath  of  the  cows,  vieing 
in  fragrance  with  the  woodbine  that  was  peep- 
ing through  the  hedge ;  at  the  same  time  that 
he  could  hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the  girl  he 
loved,  and  see  her  bright  ringlets  curl  down 
her  graceful  neck  and  beautifully- rounded 
shoulders. 

He  watched  her  for  some  moments  in  silent 
admiration,  and  then  stealing  softly  behind 
her  and  suddenly  uttering  "  Wow  !"  the  girl 
started,  and  in  her  moment  of  surprise  Rory 
caught  her  in  his  arms  and  snatched  a  kiss.    A 
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hearty  box  on  his  ear  followed  the  salute,  with 
the  exclamation  of, 

"  You  divil !  how  dar  you  !" 

"  I  lave  you  to  guess"  said  Rory,  laughing. 

"  You  're  mighty  impident,  so  you  are, 
Rory." 

"  Arrah  !  how  could  1  help  it,  Kathleen  dar- 
lin'  ?"  said  Rory  with  a  look  of  admiration  that 
would  have  softened  the  anger  of  even  a  more 
cruel  beauty  than  Kathleen ;  —  a  look  that 
appealed  more  strongly  to  the  self-love  of  the 
woman  than  the  liberty  taken  had  startled 
her  modesty. 

"  You  're  very  impident,  so  you  are,"  said 
Kathleen,  settling  her  hair,  that  had  been  tossed 
into  a  most  becoming  confusion  over  her  face 
in  the  struggle. 

"You  often  towld  me  that  before,"  said  Rory. 

"  It  does  not  do  you  much  good,  thin,""  said 
Kathleen.  "  You  hear  me,  but  you  don''t  heed 
mer 

"  Why,  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  I  help 
mystlf     Sure   you    might    as    well    keep    the 
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ducks  from  the  wather,  or  the  bees  from  the 
flowers,  as  my  heart  from  you,  Kathleen."" 

«  Now,  Rory,  lave  off' r* 

"  By  this  light,  Kathleen  !" 

'*  Now  don't  be  goin'  on,  Rory  !" 

"  There's  not  a  girl " 

"  Now,  don't  be  makin'  a  fool  o"*  yourself  and 
me  too,"  said  Kathleen. 

"  If  makin'  you  my  own  would  be  to  make  a 
fool  of  you,  thin  it  *s  a  fool  I  'd  make  you,  sure 
enough,"  said  Rory. 

"  Rory,"  said  Kathleen  rather  sadly,  "  don't 
be  talkin'  this  way  to  me, — it's  good  for  nei- 
ther of  us." 

''Kathleen  darling!"  said  Rory,  *^  what 's 
the  matther  with  you  .^"  and  he  approached  her 
and  gently  took  her  hand. 

"  Nothing,"  said  she,  "  nothing, — only  it  "s 
foolishness." 

"  Don't  call  honest  love,  foolishness,  Kath- 
leen dear.  Sure,  why  would  we  have  hearts  in 
our  bodies  if  we  didn't  love  ?  Sure,  our  hearts 
would  be  no  use  at  all  without  we  wor  fond  of 
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one  another.  Arrah  !  what 's  the  matther  with 
you,  Kathleen  ?" 

"  I  must  go  home,  Rory  ; — let  me  go,  Rory 
dear,"  said  she  with  a  touching  tone  of  sad- 
ness on  the  dear^  as  she  strove  to  disengage 
from  her  waist  the  hand  that  Rory  had  stolen 
round  it. 

"  No,  I  won't  let  you  go,  Kathleen,  ma 
vourneen"  said  Rory,  with  passion  and  pathos, 
as  he  held  her  closer  in  his  embrace.  "  Now 
or  never,  Kathleen,  I  must  have  your  answer. 
You  are  the  girl  that  is,  and  ever  was,  in  the 
very  core  of  my  heart,  and  I  '11  never  love  ano- 
ther but  yourself.  Don't  be  afraid  that  I  '11 
change;  I  'm  young,  but  I  'm  thrue:  the  bless- 
ed sun  that  sees  us  both  this  minit  is  not 
thruer  ;  and  he 's  a  witness  to  what  I  say  to  you 
now,  Kathleen  asthore,  that  you  're  the  pulse 
o'  ray  heart,  and  I  '11  never  rest  aisy  till  you  're 
my  wife." 

Kathleen  could  not  speak.  She  trembled 
while  Rory  made  his  last  address  to  her ;  her  lip 
quivered  as  he  proceeded ;  two  big  tear-drops 
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sprang  to  her  eyes,  and  hung  on  their  long 
dark  lashes,  when  he  called  her  *  pulse  of  his 
heart;'  but  when  he  named  the  holy  name  of 
wife,  she  fell  upon  his  neck  and  burst  into  a 
violent  flood  of  tears. 

Rory  felt  this  was  a  proof  of  his  being  be- 
loved ;  but  it  was  not  the  way  in  which,  from 
Kathleen's  sportive  nature,  he  thought  it 
likely  she  would  accept  a  husband  to  whom 
there  was  no  objection ;  and  while  he  soothed 
the  sobbing  of  the  agitated  girl,  he  wondered 
what  could  be  the  cause  of  her  violent  emotion. 
When  she  became  calm,  he  said,  "  Kathleen 
dear,  don't  be  vexed  with  me  if  I  took  you  too 
sudden  :  —  you  know  I  'm  none  of  the  coolest, 
and  so  forgive  me,  jewel !  1  '11  say  no  more 
to  you  now  ;— only  give  me  an  answer  at  your 
own  good  time,  my  darling." 

Kathleen  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  and 
said,  *'  No,  Rory  dear :  you  've  been  plain 
with  me,  and  I  ""ll  be  plain  with  you.    As  for 

myself "  she  looked  up  in  his  eyes,  and 

their  soft  and    confiding   expression,   and  the 
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gentle  pressure  of  the  hand  that  accompanied 
the  look,  told  more  than  the  words  could  have 
done  which  her  maiden  modesty  forbade  her 
utter. 

"  You  love  me,  then  ?*"  said  Rory  with  de- 
lighted energy  ;  and  he  pressed  her  to  his  heart 
while  she  yielded  her  lips  to  the  pressure  of  a 
kiss  which  the  fire  of  pure  love  had  refined 
from  the  dross  of  passion. 

"  Oh,  Rory,— but  my  brother  Shan  ?" 

"  Well,  what  o'  that  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  Oh,  you  know, — you  know,"  said  Kath- 
leen mournfully. 

"  Yis,  Mary  didn't  take  to  him  ;  but  sure 
that  "*s  no  ray  son." 

"  Oh  !  you  don't  know  him  !" 

"  We've  been  rather  cool,  to  be  sure,  since, 
but  I  never  put  coolness  between  me  and  him  ; 
and  if  my  sisther  couldn't  like  him,  sure  that 's 
no  rayson  to  put  between  you  and  me." 

"  Oh,  Rory,  Shan  is  very  dark  ;  and  I  'm 
afeard." 
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"  But  why  should  he  prevent  our  comin' 
together  ?     Sure,  isn't  there  your  mother  ?" 

"  Oh,  but  she 's  afeard  of  him,  and "" 

"  But  how  do  you  know  he  would  make  ob- 
jections ?" 

The  poor  girl  blushed  scarlet  as  she  said, 
*'  Why,  to  tell  you  the  thruth,  Rory,  and 
it 's  no  matther  now  that  you  know  it,  afther 
what  *s  passed  between  us  this  morning ;  but 
Shan  suspected  I  liked  you,  and  he  warned  me 
agen  it,  and  swore  a  bitter  oath,  that  if  ever 
I  'd  think  of  you,  he  'd "' 

"  What  'r  said  Rory. 

"  Curse  me,"  said  Kathleen  ;  and  she  shud- 
dered as  she  said  it. 

"  God  forgive  him !'"  said  Rory  solemnly. 
'•  But  never  mind,  Kathleen ;  I  '11  meet  him, 
and  I  '11  spake  him  fair,  and  tell  him  the 
thruth.  And  when  I  spake  to  him  like  a  man, 
he  can't  be  less  of  a  man,  and  he  wouldn't  be 
of  so  dark  a  heart  to  keep  spite  agen  me  be- 
cause my  sisther  didn't  love  him."" 

k5 
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*'  It 's  the  kind  and  generous  heart  you  have, 
Rory ;  but  I  'm  afeard  it  would  be  no  use :  at 
all  events,  don't  be  in  a  hurry  about  it ;  wait 
a  bit,  and  maybe  when  he  comes  across  some 
other  girl  that  will  wane  his  heart  from  the 
owld  love,  he  may  be  aisier  about  it ;  but  at 
this  present,  Rory  dear,  don't  pur  tend  that 
you  love  me,  nor  let  on  what  you  said  to  me 
this  morning." 

"  It 's  hard  to  hide  what 's  in  the  heart,"  said 

« 

Rory ;  "  for  even  if  the  tongue  doesn't  bethray 
you,  it  may  peep  out  of  your  eyes." 

"  But  we  shan't  meet  often,"  said  Kathleen  ; 
"  so  there  will  be  the  less  danger  of  that." 

"That's    hard,   too,"    said    Rory.     "But, 

Kathleen,   will  you "  he  could   not  finish 

the  sentence,  but  Kathleen  caught  his  meaning 
and  said, 

"  You  couldn't  say  the  words,  Rory, — you 
were  going  to  say,  will  I  be  thrue  to  you  ?  Oh, 
Rory  dear !  I  have  given  you  my  heart,  be- 
cause I  couldn't  help  it,  and  I  trust  to  you  that 
you  have  given  me  yours ;  and,  oh  !  don't  take  it 
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away  from  me !  I  must  hide  my  love  for  a 
time.  I  '11  hide  it  as  a  miser  would  hide  his 
gold ;  and  oh,  Rory !  don''t  let  me  find  the 
treasure  gone  when  I  may  venture  to  show 
it  to  the  day." 

"  Kathleen  darling  !  while  there  *s  life  in  my 
heart,  it  is  you  are  the  queen  of  it." 

"  Go,  now,"  said  Kathleen ;  "  go, —  don't 
stay  longer  here ;  I  wouldn't  have  you  seen  for 
the  king's  ransom." 

"  May  the  Heavens  bless  and  keep  you !" 
said  Rory ;  "  one  more  kiss,  my  own — own 
girl ;"  and  clasping  her  in  his  arms,  they  bade 
each  other  farewell. 

Rory  hurried  on  with  a  rapid  step  that  accord- 
ed with  the  tumult  of  his  feelings,  and  was  soon 
lost  to  Kathleen's  sight.  She  looked  after  him 
while  he  remained  within  view,  and  then  re- 
sumed her  occupation ;  but  it  was  in  silence. 
The  sportive  song  had  ceased: — the  light-heart- 
edness  of  the  girl  had  passed  away  even  with 
the  consciousness  of  a  deeper  pleasure.  Her 
task  ended,  she  took  up  her  pail,  and  went  her 
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way  homewards,  but  not  with  the  elastic  step 
with  which  she  had  trodden  the  wild  flowers  on 
her  outgoing. 

When  Rory  gained  the  high-road,  he  pur- 
sued his  way  mechanically  towards  the  place  of 
his  destination,  without  a  thought  of  the  imme- 
diate business  he  had  in  hand.  His  brain  was 
in  a  whirl,  and  his  heart  in  a  blaze ;  and  love 
and  Kathleen  Regan  were  the  objects  of  his 
thoughts,  and  not  conspiracies  and  his  myste- 
rious guest. 

His  approach  to  the  town,  however,  remind- 
ed him  of  the  object  of  his  mission,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded at  the  appointed  hour  to  the  public- 
house  indicated  by  De  Lacy.  It  was  market- 
day  in  the  town,  so  that  the  public-house  was 
more  crowded  than  on  ordinary  occasions ;  and 
Rory,  when  he  entered,  saw  many  persons  en- 
gaged in  drinking  porter  and  whiskey,  but 
mostly  the  latter.  He  cast  his  eyes  about  to 
see  if  such  a  group  as  he  was  instructed  to  look 
for  was  there,  and  more  than  one  party  of  three 
was  present ;   he  therefore  had  to  exercise  his 
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sagacity  in  selecting  which  of  the  groups  was 
the  one  to  test  by  his  signal,  —  and  he  was  not 
long  in  deciding.     It  was  at  the  further  end  of 
the  room,  where  a  small  square  window  admit- 
ted as  much  light  as  could  find  its  way  through 
some  panes  of  greenish  glass  with  bulls'  eyes  in 
the  middle  of  them,  covered  with   dust,  that 
three  men  were  seated  at  a  dirty  table  where  a 
congregation  of   flies  were    finishing  a  pot  of 
porter.     The  aspect  of  one  of  the  men  struck 
Rory  to  be  "  outlandish,"   as  he   would  have 
said  himself,  and  the  quick  and  restless  twinkle 
of  his  dark  eye  spoke  of  a  more   southern  cli- 
mate.    To  this  group  Rory  approached,    and 
looking  round,  as  it  were  to  see  where  he  should 
sit,  he   asked   permission  of  the  party  to  take 
share  of  their  box — for  the  room  was  divided  into 
such  compartments.    They  made  room  for  him  ; 
and  he,  taking  up  the  empty  quart-pot  on  whose 
dregs  the  flies  were  regaling,  knocked  loudly 
with  it  on  the  table  and  started  the  buzzing  nui- 
sances from  their  banquet,  and  being  driven  from 
their  pewter  palace,  they  alighted  on  the  various 
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little  pools  and  meandering  streams  of  various 
liquids  that  stood  upon  the  filthy  table,  which 
seemed  to  be  left  to  them  as  a  sort  of  patrimony, 
as  the  fallen  dates  are  to  the  wanderers  in  the 
East.  The  tender-hearted  sthreel  who  was  the 
Hebe  of  the  house  would  not  have  robbed  the 
poor  flies  of  their  feast  for  the  world,  by  wiping 
the  table.     Charity  is  a  great  virtue  ! 

This  dirty  handmaiden  came  in  answer  to 
Rory's  thumping  of  the  quart-pot  on  the  board. 

"  Loose  were  her  tresses  seen, 
Her  zone  unbound." 

Her  foot  was  unsandelled,  too  ;  in  short,  she 
was,  as  Rory  remarked  to  his  neighbour  beside 
him,  "  loose  and  careless  like  the  leg  of  a  pot." 

"  What  do  yiz  want .?"  says  Hebe. 

"  Something  to  dhrink,"  says  Rory. 

"Is  it  a  pot,  a  pint,  or  a  crapper  .?"  says  Hebe. 

"  I  '11  jist  take  the  cobwebs  out  o'  my  throat 
with  a  pint  first,"  says  Rory. 

"  1 11  sarve  you  immadiently,"  says  Hebe, 
who  took  up  the  quart,  and  to  save  time  she 
threw  out  the  dregs  of  the  liquor  it  had  con- 
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tained,  on  the  floor,  and  then  held  it  up  inverted 
in  a  most  graceful  manner,  that  it  might  drain 
itself  clean  for  the  next  customer  ;  so  that  her 
course  might  be  tracked  up  and  down  the  room 
by  the  drippings  of  the  various  vessels,  and 
thus  she,  "did  her  spiriting  gently,  dropping 
odours,  dropping  wine,"*^  ale,  and  sper'ts. 

She  returned  soon  with  a  pint  of  porter  to 
Rory,  who  took  out  a  shilling  to  pay  for  it. 
"  I  '11  throuble  you  for  the  change,  my  dear," 
said  he. 

Off  she  went  again  to  get  the  change,  and 
after  some  time,  again  returned,  bearing  two 
quarts  of  porter  in  one  hand,  and  a  jug  of  punch 
hanging  between  the  fore  finger  and  thumb  of 
the  other,  while  a  small  roll  of  tobacco  and  a 
parcel  of  halfpence  were  clutched  in  the  remain- 
ing fingers.  The  liquids  and  the  tobacco  she 
deposited  before  a  party  that  sat  in  a  box  op- 
posite to  Rory,  and  then,  advancing  to  him, 
she  flopped  the  halfpence  down  on  the  table 
before  him,  and  putting  her  hand  to  her  mouth, 
pulled  out  of  it  a  piece  of  tin  which  she  was 
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pleased  to  call  sixpence,  and  sticking  it  on  the 
top  of  the  halfpence,  she  said,  "  There 's  your 
change,  sir." 

"  It 's  a  tinker  you  have  to  make  change  for 
you,  I  b'lieve,'"  said  Rory. 

"  How  is  it  a  tinker?"  said  the  damsel. 

"  Oh,  I  wouldn't  take  that  piece  of  tin  from 
you  for  the  world,"  said  Rory  ?  "  you  might 
want  it  to  stop  a  hole  in  a  saucepan,  and  maybe 
it  *s  coming  afther  me  you'd  be  for  it." 

••'  I  'd  be  long  sorry  to  folly  you,"  said  the 
damsel,  saucily,  and  turning  away, 

**  See,  young  woman,"  said  Rory  —  "don't 
be  in  sitch  a  hurry  if  you  plaze — I  gave  you 
a  good  hog,*  and  I'U  throuble  you  for  a  good 
taisther." 

"  I  haven't  a  betther  to  give  you,  sir  —  barrin, 
halfpence." 

"  Well,  I  'm  noways  proud,  so  the  halfpence 
will  do  for  me;  good  copper  is  betther  than 
bad  silver,  any  day." 

*  The  shilling  and  sixpence  were  called  by  the  lower 
orders  *'hog"  and  "  tester." 
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The  state  of  the  silver  currency  in  Ireland  at 
this  period  was  disgraceful  —  so  bad,  that  it  left 
the  public  almost  at  the  mercy  of  the  coiners. 
When  the  Warwickshire  Militia  went  to  Ire- 
land, many  of  the  privates,  having  been  work- 
men in  Birmingham,  were  very  smart  hands  at 
the  practice,  and  many  stories  are  current  of 
their  doings  in  this  line.     Amongst  others,  it  is 
stated  that  a  party  of  these  men  in  a  public-house 
offered    some   bad   money    for  what    they  had 
drunk;  but  the  publican  being  on  his  guard,  as 
their  habits  in  this  way  were  becoming  notorious, 
refused  several  shillings  one  after  another.     The 
soldier  who   offered    them    said  the   dealer   in 
liquor  was  over-particular;  but  he  retorted,  that 
they  were  so  well  known  for  their  tricks,  it  was 
necessary   to  be  cautious.     "  Well,"   said   the 
soldier  at  last,  "here  then,  since  nothing  else 
will  do ;"  and  he  threw  down  another  coin,  and 
a  very  good-looking  one  it  was.     The  landlord 
examined  it  for  a  while,  but  at  last  it  was  re- 
jected.    "  What  !"   said  the  soldier,    "  nor  not 
that  neither  !"     "  No,"  said  the  landlord.     So 
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a  good  shilling  was  obliged  to  be  produced 
at  last,  and  as  the  party  left  the  house,  the 
discomfited  hero  was  heard  to  say,  *'  Well, 
I  never  know'd  one  o  Tom's  make,  to  miss 
before." 

The  girl  brought  back  Rory  the  value  of  the 
sixpence  in  copper — or  rather,  much  more  than 
its  value ;  and  then  Rory  commenced  reckon- 
ing his  change,  which  was  the  means  he  had 
decided  on  for  throwing  out  his  signal.  So, 
spreading  the  halfpence  before  him  he,  began — 

"  One,  two,  three — there 's  some  sense  in  good 
halfpence ;  one,  two,  three— jist  as  if  I  was  to 
rob  you  of  your  tin,  my  good  girl ;  one,  two, 
three  —  phoo  !  murdher  !  I  'm  mixin'  them 
all." 

"  Arrah  will  you  never  be  done  reckonin' 
them  !''  said  Hebe  impatiently ;  "  one  ud  think 
'twas  a  hundher  poun'  you  wor  counting  let 
alone  change  of  a  hog.  I  'm  thinkin',  it 's  no 
great  credit  to  your  schoolmasther  you  are."" 

"  Fair  and  aisy  goes  far  in  a  day,*'  said 
Rory,  again  commencing  to  count  his  change. 
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"  One,  two,  three ;"  and  while  he  spoke,  he 
looked  at  the  dark-eyed  man,  in  whose  face  he 
fancied  he  caught  something  of  an  expression 
of  the  intelligence  of  his  meaning,  and  then  he 
proceeded  with  his  reckoning  and  dismissed 
the  girl. 

One  of  the  men  now  addressed  him  and 
said,  "  You  are  particular  in  counting  your 
change." 

"  Yes,  indeed  I  am,"  said  Rory,  ''  and  1  *11 
tell  you  the  reason  why  :  because  I  lost  some 
money  the  other  day  by  not  being  particular 
in  that  same,  when  I  was  buying  some  ducks." 

The  dark-eyed  man  looked  very  sharply  on 
Rory  as  he  proceeded. 

"  To  be  sure,  I  didn't  mind  the  loss  much, 
for  the  ducks  was  worth  the  money.  They 
wor  very  fine  ducks.''^ 

A  still  keener  glance  from  the  dark-eyed  man 
followed  Rory's  last  words,  and  he  rose  imme- 
diately, and  left  the  public  house ;  his  two 
companions  did  so  likewise,  and  Rory  lost  no 
time  in  following  them.    On  reaching  the  door, 
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he  saw  them  standing  together  a  few  paces 
removed  from  the  house,  and  on  seeing  him 
appear  they  walked  down  the  quay  until  they 
arrived  at  a  corner,  where  looking  back  to  see 
that  he  followed,  they  turned  up  the  street. 
Rory  tracked  them,  and  at  another  turn  the 
same  practice  was  observed  by  his  conduct- 
ors, whom  he  continued  to  follow,  dodging 
them  through  many  an  intricate  winding,  un- 
til arriving  at  a  very  narrow  alley,  they  turned 
for  the  last  time,  and  when  Rory  reached  the 
spot,  he  perceived  them  about  half-way  up  the 
passage  standing  at  the  mouth  of  a  cellar ;  and 
the  moment  he  appeared,  they  all  suddenly 
descended.  He  followed  fast  upon  them,  and 
going  down  a  steep  and  broken  stair,  enter- 
ed a  low  door  which  was  closed  the  moment  he 
had  passed  it,  and  he  found  himself  in  total 
darkness. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

IX  WHICH  RORY  HEARS  AXD  SEES  MORE  THA'N  HE  BAR- 
GAINED FOR,  AND  FINDS  IN  THE  CONCLUSION  THE  TRUTH 
OF  THE  PROVERB,  THAT  PROVIDENCE  NEVER  SHUTS  ONE 
DOOR    WITHOUT    OPENING    ANOTHER. 

While  spots  of  red  and  green  were  dancing 
before  Rory's  eyes  by  his  sudden  immersion 
from  light  into  darkness,  a  voice  close  beside 
him  said, 

"  Ver  glaad  to  see  you." 

"  God  spare  you  your  eyesight  !"  said  Rory  : 
"  I  wish  I  could  return  the  compliment  to 
you." 

Rory  heard  a  low  laugh  in  another  tone,  and 
then  the  former  voice  spoke  again  : 

"  Whaat,  !  you  no  glaad  to  see  me  ?" 

"  'Faith,  I  would  be  very  glad  to  see  you  ; 
but  how  can  I  see  you  in  the  dark  ?" 
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'*  Ho  !  ho  !  I  see,  you  fonee  fey  low — ha,  ha  !" 

"  Strek  a  light,"  said  another  voice. 

"  Wait  a  minit — 1  'm  gettin"'  the  tendher- 
box,"  was  the  answer. 

The  foreign  voice  again  said,  addressing 
Rory, 

"  You  Air  wailcome." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,"  said  Rory  ;  "  give  us 
your  fist." 

"  Vaut  you  say  ?" 

"  Give  us  your  fist." 

"  He's  biddin'  you  shake  hands  wid  him," 
said  a  voice  that  had  not  yet  spoken  ;  and  Rory 
thought  it  was  one  he  should  know,  though 
where  he  had  heard  it  he  could  not  remember. 

"  Oh  !"  said  the  foreigner,  "  donnez-moi 
la  mainr 

"  No,  I  dunna  any  man,"  said  Rory. 

"  Bah  !  shek  han*  wis  me  !"  said  the  voice. 

Rory  now  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  en- 
countered an  extended  palm  which  grasped  his 
and  exchanged  with  him  the  grip  of  the  United 
Irishman. 


RORY  o'more.  215 

This  satisfied  Rory  all  was  right,  and  he 
now  waited  with  patience  for  the  light.  The 
sound  of  a  flint  and  steel,  followed  by  a  shower 
of  sparks,  showed  that  the  process  of  illumina- 
tion was  going  forward  ;  the  tinder  soon  became 
ignited,  and  the  sharp  sound  of  blowing  was 
soon  followed  by  the  lighting  of  a  match  —  and 
the  first  face  that  its  lurid  glare  fell  upon  was 
that  of  Shan  Regan. 

Rory  started  :  he  was  the  last  person  he  ex- 
pected to  meet,  and  certainly  the  last  he  could 
have  wished  to  see  in  that  place.  A  coolness 
for  some  time  had  existed  between  them,  as  the 
reader  already  knows ;  and  though  Rory  fully 
intended  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  remove  it, 
and  to  meet  Regan  for  that  purpose  as  often 
as  he  could,  yet  on  such  an  occasion  as  the  pre- 
sent he  could  have  wished  him  absent.  His 
presence  there,  it  is  true,  showed  him  to  be  en- 
gaged in  the  same  cause  as  Rory,  and  one  at  the 
first  glance  might  suppose  that  this  would  have 
facilitated  a  reconciliation  between  them  ;  but 
on  closer  examination  we  shall  find  this  not  to 
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be  the  case.  In  all  conspiracies  where  men  are 
linked  together  in  a  cause  whose  penalty  is 
death,  private  friendship  is  desirable  amongst 
its  members,  at  least  in  its  early  stages,  where 
fidelity  is  essential  to  its  existence.  Personal 
foes  may  fight  side  by  side  in  the  same  cause 
when  once  a  conspiracy  arrives  at  its  outbreak  ; 
but  in  its  secret  preparatory  councils,  a  man 
recoils  from  the  contact  of  any  but  a  friend. 

It  was  the  conciousness  of  this  fact,  perhaps, 
that  led  to  the  ingenious  construction  of  the 
plan  by  which  the  heads  of  the  Society  of  Unit- 
ed Irishmen  contrived  to  organise  a  great  por- 
tion of  Ireland.  The  system  was  this  :  There 
was  a  Chief  Committee  of  twelve;  each  of 
these  twelve  was  the  head  of  another  twelve, 
but  between  each  knot  of  twelve  there  was  no 
acquaintance  —  they  were  totally  distinct  from 
each  other;  so  that  an  extensive  ramification 
of  union  existed  in  parties  of  twelve,  each  obey- 
ing its  own  superior,  through  whom,  alone,  all 
commands  and  plans  were  conveyed.  Each 
knot  was  thus  a  little   band  of  friends,    and 
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from  their  distinctness,  the  secret  was  the  more 
likely  to  be  kept.  It  will  be  seen  that  by  this 
means  the  Head  Committee  organised  one  hun- 
dred and  forty-four  members,  whose  knots  of 
twelve  each  being  multiplied,  gives  a  force  of 
twenty  thousand  seven  hundred  and  odd  men, 
and  their  multiplied  dozens  would  produce 
nearly  two  hundred  and  forty-nine  thousand  : 
thus,  at  three  removes  from  the  focus  of  the 
system,  a  powerful  force  was  at  a  moment's 
command,  within  whose  several  knots  private 
friendship  as  well  as  the  common  cause  was  a 
source  of  union  and  fidelity.  It  was  only  in 
the  higher  grades  of  the  confederation  that  pri- 
vate signals  existed.  In  the  inferior  classes, 
each  dozen  only  knew  their  own  circle ;  so  that 
to  whatever  extent  the  system  might  be  spread, 
each  of  the  subordinate  actors  was  intimate 
with  no  more  than  twelve  persons,  which  tend- 
ed at  once  to  give  greater  personal  security, 

and  to  prevent  also  a  premature  explosion  of 

« 
the  conspiracy. 

VOL.  I.  L 
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This  brief  sketch  of  the  system  is  given,  to 
account  for  Rory  not  knowing  Regan  to  be  a 
United  man,  although  living  in  the  same  dis- 
trict. Regan  belonged  to  another  circle ;  and 
it  was  from  very  different  desires  that  he  was  of 
the  association,  and  with  a  very  different  set  that 
he  was  leagued.  Rory  became  a  United  Irish- 
man from  other  and  better  motives  than  Regan. 
However  erroneous  those  motives  might  have 
been,  they  had  their  origin  in  a  generous  na- 
ture ;  wild  notions  of  the  independence  of  his 
country  were  uppermost  in  the  mind  of  Rory, 
while  the  mere  love  of  licence  was  the  incentive 
to  Regan.  During  that  terrible  period  .of  Ire- 
land's history,  some  of  the  insurgents  were 
pure,  however  mistaken  enthusiasts ;  while 
there  were  others  whose  love  of  turbulence  was 
their  only  motive.  Of  the  latter  class  was 
Refjan :  he  had  inherited  from  his  father  a 
comfortable  farm,  but  his  love  of  debasing 
amusements  —  such  as  cock-fighting,  &c.,  the 
frequency  of  his  visits  to  public-houses,  and 
his  attachment  to  disorderly  company,  had  led 
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him  from  the  wholesome  pursuits  that  would 
have  made  him  good  and  prosperous,  to  become 
improvident  and  embarrassed. 

It  is  strange  that  whenever  this  takes  place, 
a  man  mostly  becomes  an  idler  :  the  very  fact 
which  should  warn  him  of  his  danger,  and  make 
him  exert  himself  the  more,  generally  operates 
in  the  contrary  way.  He  gives  himself  up  as 
it  were  to  ruin,  and  seeks  in  dissipation  forget- 
fulness  of  the  past  and  disregard  of  the  future. 
This  state  of  things  lasts  as  long  as  there  is 
anything  left  to  support  him ;  and  when  all  is 
lost,  he  is  then  fit  for  every  sort  of  violence  or 
meanness; — he  must  be  either  a  beggar  or  a 
desperado. 

It  was  in  the  middle  stage  that  Regan  fell 
in  with  De  Welskein.  They  were  just  the  men 
for  each  other: — Regan  was  the  head  of  a 
disorderly  set  of  fellows,  who  were  ready  and 
active  agents  in  assisting  the  Frenchman  in  his 
smuggling;  and,  in  return,  the  brandy,  and 
tobacco,  and  merry-makings  of  the  smuggler 
were  ample  temptations  and  regards  for  Regan. 

l2 


220  RORY    OMORE. 

The  debauched  orgies  of  the  cellar,  where  Rory 
now  found  himself  for  the  first  time,  were  fami- 
liar to  the  unfortunate  victim  of  idleness,  bad 
company  and  lawless  desires. 

Though  he  was  often  absent  from  home  and 
neglected  his  husbandry,  he  still  retained  his 
farm;  but  his  payments  of  rent  became  irregular, 
his  farming  stock  grew  less  by  degrees  ;  a  cow, 
a  sheep,  a  pig,  was  obliged  now  and  then  to  be 
sacrificed  to  supply  his  riotous  propensities, 
and  his  poor  mother  and  sister  saw  with  sor- 
row their  comforts  lessening  around  them  :  but 
they  complained  not,  for  they  dreaded  the 
fierce  temper  of  Shan  Dhu,  or  Black  John,  as 
he  was  called.  It  was  not  only  the  diminution 
of  his  worldly  substance  they  lamented,  but 
they  felt  that  the  most  respectable  of  their 
neighbours,  one  by  one,  dropped  off  from  their 
acquaintance  Avith  them ;  and  this,  to  the  sensi- 
tive nature  of  the  Irish  peasant,  cuts  deeper 
than  even  want.  Want,  they  are  familiar 
with ;  they  see  it  on  every  side,  and  they  can 
bear  it  with  patience:   but   the  social  virtues 
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flourish  amongst  them  in  the  midst  of  barren- 
ness, like  the  palms  in  the  desert. 

Amongst  the  friendships  which  had  decayed 
was  that  of  the  O'Mores.  The  widow  loved 
her  daughter  too  well  to  give  her  to  a  disorder- 
ly, though  a  comparatively  wealthy  peasant,  as 
Shan  Regan  was  when  he  asked  Mary  O'More 
for  his  wife ;  and  Mary  herself  had  an  intuitive 
dislike  for  all  that  was  gross,  which  revolted 
from  Regan's  brutal  nature.  Rory,  though  he 
knew  him  not  as  a  friend  at  any  period, — for  the 
men  were  too  unlike  each  other  ever  to  have 
associated  closely, — yet  always  had  recognised 
him  as  an  old  acquaintance  whenever  they  met ; 
but  he  never  sought  his  company — for  Rory, 
though  as  full  of  fun,  as  fond  of  mirth,  and 
loving  his  glass,  his  joke,  and  a  pretty  girl,  as 
much  as  every  Irkhman  ought  to  do,  yet  he 
reverenced  the  decencies  of  life  too  much  to  be 
a  drunkard,  a  buffoon,  or  a  debauchee.  His  ac- 
quaintanceship with  Regan  might  have  gone  on, 
as  far  as  Rory  was  concerned,  just  the  same, 
quite  uninfluenced  by  his  sister's  refusal ;  but 
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not  so  with  the  rejected  one.  He  considered 
the  part  Mary  had  taken,  as  a  family  affront : 
his  pride  (such  as  it  was)  was  wounded  more 
than  his  heart ;  or  rather,  it  was  his  love  for 
himself,  and  not  for  the  girl,  that  suffered  most. 
So  he  made  a  feud  of  the  business,  and  in- 
cluded Rory  amongst  his  foes.  To  this  he  was 
the  more  inclined,  as  he  suspected  Conolly, 
who  was  a  sworn  friend  of  O'More's,  to  be  his 
rival. 

From  all  these  circumstances,  it  is  no  wonder 
that-Ppry  was  startled  at  seein g  Regan  at  such 
a  time  :  but  as  he  could  not  help  himself,  he 
determined  to  affect  composure,  which  he  was 
the  better  able  to  accomplish,  as  he  had  time  to 
recover  from  his  surprise  before  his  presence 
was  manifest  to  Regan.  The  scene  that  had 
occurred  in  the  morning,  too,  rendered  him  the 
more  anxious  to  conciliate,  and  with  asincere 
wish  to  overcome  the  coolness  that  Regan  had 
lately  observed  towards  him,  he  advanced  to 
him  with  open  hand  and  greeted  him  kindly. 
It  was  obvious,  from  the  expression  that  passed 


RORY    o'more.  22S 

over  Regan's  face,  that  the  meeting  was  quite  as 
startling  and  disagreeable  to  him  as  it  had  been 
to  Rory,  who  continued  still,  however,  the  offer 
of  his  hand,  and  repeated  his  words  of  kindly 
recognition.  A  cold  reply  was  all  that  followed, 
though  the  hand  was  accepted  :  but  there  was 
no  sympathy  in  the  contact  ;  the  touch  of 
friendship  was  wanting, — that  touch  whose  sen- 
sation is  so  undefinable,  but  so  well  understood, 
— that  natural  freemasonry  which  springs  from 
and  is  recognised  by  the  heart. 

As  soon  as  the  light  was  struck,  a  lamp  was 
lighted  in  a  ship-lantern  that  hung  from  the 
low  roof  of  the  cellar  over  a  coarse  table 
round  which  benches  of  a  rude  construction 
were  placed.  Another  person  as  well  as  Regan 
was  present  in  addition  to  the  three  Rory  had 
followed  from  the  public-house  ;  and  this  man 
seemed  more  familiar  with  De  Welskein  than 
any  of  the  others,  and  sometimes  addressed  him 
in  French.  Round  the  cellar  were  some  coils 
of  rope;  *a  couple  of  hammocks  were  hung  in 
one  corner ;  two  or  three  kegs  and  some  rolls  of 
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tobacco  were  stowed  away  under  a  truckle-bed 
in  another  quarter  of  the  den  ;  and  in  a  rude 
cupboard,  coarse  trenchers  and  drinking-cans 
were  jumbled  together,  with  some  stone  jars  of 
a  foreign  aspect.  After  some  bustle,  pipes  and 
tobacco  were  laid  on  the  table,  the  stone  bottles 
and  the  drinking-vessels  were  taken  from  the 
cupboard,  and  De  Welskein  invited  Rory  to 
sit  down  beside  him. 

"  Combe,  you  sair  —  seet  down  —  here  some- 
ting  for  you  to  dreenk  —  not  nastee,  like  po- 
belick-house,  bote  goot  —  ha,  ha  !  No  doretee 
portere,  bote  brandee  —  ver  goot  and  nussing 
to  pay." 

All  the  men  sat  down,  and  sending  the  stone 
jars  from  man  to  man,  the  cans  were  charged 
with  brandy,  slightly  diluted  with  water  from  a 
black  pitcher ;  pipes  were  lighted,  smoking  and 
drinking  commenced,  and  while  a  desultory 
conversation  was  kept  up  among  the  rest  of  the 
party,  De  Welskein  questioned  Rory  as  to  the 
cause  of  his  being  the  messenger  to  hhn.  Rory 
made  him  acquainted  with  De  Lacy's  illness,  and 
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the  circumstances  that  led  to  his  being  his 
guest ;  in  all  of  which  communication  the  person 
who  spoke  French  assisted  in  making  De  Wel- 
skein  and  Rory  intelligible  to  each  other.  This 
was  no  very  easy  matter  sometimes ;  the  French- 
man's English  bothering  Rory  uncommonly,  as 
his  name  did  also.  However,  as  it  was  neces- 
sary he  should  drink  to  the  founder  of  the  feast, 
he  was  obliged  to  make  an  offer  at  his  name, 
and  so  he  boldly  took  his  can  of  grog  in  his 
hand  and  with  his  best  bow  said  — 

"  Here  's  to  your  good  health,  Mr.  Wilki- 
son. 

A  laugh  followed,  at  Rory's  expense,  in  which 
the  Frenchman  only  half  joined,  for  it  has 
already  been  noticed  that  his  name  was  matter 
of  anxiety  to  him  ;  so  as  soon  as  the  laugh  had 
subsided,  he  said  — 

"  No,  no  !  not  dat  my  nem  ; — De  Welskein." 

''  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  —  but  would  you 
say  that  agin,  if  you  plaze  .'"' 

The  Frenchman  now  slowly  and  distinctly 
pronounced  his  name,  giving  the  w;  the  sound 

L  5 
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of  the  V,  which  it  assumes  in  Dutch  names,  and 
repeated  —  "  De  -  Vel  -  skeen." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  says  Rory, — "  I  ax  your 
pardon,  and  again  I  say,  Here  is  to  your  good 
health,  Mr.  Devilskin." 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed  this  mistake  of 
Rory's,  and  all  swore  that  that  was  the  best 
name  of  all  the  others  he  enjoyed  ;  but  the 
Frenchman  did  not  like  it,  and  said  impatiently, 
using  his  own  language,  as  a  foreigner  gene- 
rally does  when  he  becomes  excited  — 

'*  Non^  non,  noti,  mon  ami  !■ — Devilskeen  ! — 
non;  c'est  'Poil-de-diable  F — Sacre — quel  nom! 
— 'Poil-de-diable  P  you  say  not  dat. — Pierre," 
said  he,  addressing  his  friend  who  spoke  French, 
faites-lui  comprendre  monnom—pas  De  Welskein, 
parceque  c^est  trop  difficile,  mais  St.  Foix.'" 

"  Ou,  Sans-peur,^  said  Pierre. 

The  Frenchman  nodded  assent  and  said, 
"  Bon,""     The  compliment  appeased  him. 

Pierre  now  told  Rory  to  address  De  Wel- 
skein by  the  favourite  name  of  Sans-peur  ;  but 
this  was  as  difficult  to  Rory  as  the  other,  and 
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the  nearest  approach  he  could  make  to  it  was 
"  Scamper."  This  he  varied  sometimes  into 
"  Sampler,"  or  "  Sandpaper,"  as  luck  would 
have  it. 

While  the  drinking  and  smoking  proceeded, 
De  Welskein  told  Rory  of  the  intended  expe- 
dition from  the  Texel;  and  when  he  had  given 
him  all  the  verbal  instruction  he  thought  re- 
quisite, he  entrusted  him  with  the  letter  to  De 
Lacy  from  General  Hoche. 

"  Tare  an'  ouns  !"  said  Rory ;  "  is  it  the  rale 
Gineral  Hoche !  "  for  Hoche's  name  and  repu- 
tation were  well  known  in  Ireland. 

"  Out,"  said  De  Welskein. 

"  What  do  you  mane  by  we  ? — "  It 's  not  uz 
at  all  I  'm  axin'  about ;  but  I  want  to  know,  is 
this  letther  from  the  rale  Gineral  ?" 

"  Certanlee ! — omz." 

"Augh  !  what  is  he  sayin'  we  for  ?"  said  Rory, 
turning  to  Pierre,  who  was  grinning  at  Rory's 
mistakes  and  the  Frenchman's  impatience. 

"  He  means,  yes,"  said  Pierre  :  *'  oui  means 
yes." 
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"  Oh  !  I  ax  your  pardon,  Mr.  Sandpaper ; — 
then  this  is  the  rale  Gineral's  letther !— Oh  !  to 
think  that  I  'd  ever  see  the  proud  day  that  I  'd 
have  a  letther  of  Gineral  Hoche's  in  my  fist  [^ 
and  he  kissed  it  with  rapture. 

The  Frenchman  cried  "  Sacre  /"  and  laughed 
at  his  enthusiasm  ;  and  Rory  proceeded — 

"And  will  we  see  the  Gineral  here,  Mr. 
Scraper  ?" 

"Mefraid  no!"  said  De  Welskein;  and  he 
shook  his  head  mysteriously  and  made  a  grimace. 

'^What  do  you  mane?"  said  Rory. 

"  Me  fraid  he  die." 

'*"  Is  it  Gineral  Hoche  die  ! — arrah,  an'  what 
would  he  die  for  ?" 

"  Me  tsinks  he  get  vaut  you  call  gunstump." 

''Gun— what?'' 

"  He  as  got  de  gunstump  in  him." 

"  God  keep  us !"  says  Rory, — "  think  o'  that ! 
And  where  is  it  in  him,  sir  ?" 

"  Inside,  into  his  boddee." 

"  Oh  !  murdher,  my  poor  fellow  !  to  have  the 
stump  of  a  gun  stickin'  in  him  !" 

'  No,  no,  de  gun  not  stick  in  him — you  mis- 
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tek  :  it  is  vaut  I  vood  say,  dat  he  has  de  tickle- 
hine." 

"  What  is  it  he  says  about  ticklin'  ?"  said 
Rory  to  Pierre,  who  only  grinned  and  enjoyed 
the  mutual  mistakes  of  the  Frenchman  and  the 
Paddy. 

"  Mai  a  la  poitrine,'"  said  De  Welskein. 

«  That  *s  thrue,  'faith,"  said  Rory.  "  If  he 's 
so  bad  as  that,  his  only  dipindince  is  in  the 
Padheree?is,  sure  enough." 

Peter  (or  Pierre)  now  laughed  outright  at 
Rory's  blunder,  which  must  be  explained.  Pad- 
hereejis  is  the  name  the  Irish  give  to  their  beads, 
upon  which  they  count  the  number  of  Paters 
(or  Pathers)  they  repeat,  and  hence  the  name 
Padhereens ;  and  Rory  very  naturally  came  to 
the  conclusion,  that  if  a  man  was  at  the  point  of 
death,  which  Rory  conceived  to  be  most  likely 
when  he  had  the  'stump  of  a  gun  sticking  in  him,^ 
the  best  thing  he  could  do  would  be  to  say  his 
prayers. 

De  Welskein  saw  there  was  a  mystification 
going  forward ;  so  he  said  to  Pierre,  "  Expliquez 
done  r 
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"  What  he  says  is,"  said  Pierre,  "  that  the 
General  has  a  consumption." 

"Ah!  I  forgess  de  terminaison ; — gunstump- 
sion, — ^yais,  dat  is  raight ! — gunstumpsion." 

''  Oh,  murdher  !"  said  Rory :  "if  we  had  him 
here,  we  would  cure  him  intirely." 

"  Comment  ?"  said  the  Frenchman. 

"  Oh,  it 's  common  enough  in  this  counthry, 
indeed,"  said  Rory.  "The  finest  thing  in  the 
world  for  consumption  is  goat's  milk,  made 
into  whay." 

"Ah,  yais, — ghost's  milk  ver  goot." 

"  Goat's  milk,  I  say,"  says  Rory. 

"Yais,  yais,  I  oonderstan',"  said  the  French- 
man with  great  complacency  :  "Ghost's  milk." 

"'Faith  it's  ghost's  milk  he'll  be  takin',  I'm 
afeard,  sure  enough,"  said  Pierre,  laughing  at 
De  Welskein's  mistake. 

"Oh,  murdher !"  said  Rory,  "and  is  Gineral 
Hoche  goin'  to  die?  Oh,  thin  that  is  the  mur- 
dher !"  * 

So,  Rory,  in  the  idiom  of  his  language,  un- 

*  This  expression  means  "  that  is  the  pity." 
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intentionally  expressed  what  was  in  fact  the 
fate  of  the  gallant  Hoche. 

A  tap  at  the  door  of  the  cellar  announced  a 
fresh  arrival ;  and  after  some  signals  given,  the 
door  was  opened  and  some  other  men  entered, 
and,  at  short  intervals  after,  a  few  girls.  Some 
of  the  latter  were  good-looking,  though  with  a 
certain  expression  of  boldness  and  recklessness 
that  Rory  did  not  admire.  Rory  had  enough 
of  imagination  and  sentiment  to  render  the 
society  of  the  softer  sex  always  matter  of  de- 
light to  him ;  but  there  was  something  in  the 
manner  of  these  girls  he  did  not  like. 

"  You  see,"  said  De  Welskein,  "  de  leddees 
mek  visite  to  me." 

"  Yis,  sir,"  said  Rory,  who  did  not  know 
how,  very  well,  to  answer  this  appeal. 

"  But  you  no  dreenk." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  I  'm  doin'  very  well." 

"  You  no  like  brandee  .?" 

"  'Faith,  it 's  iligant  stuff  it  is !  But  you  know, 
Mr.  Sandpaper,  that  enough  is  as  good  as  a 
faist." 
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"  If  you  no  like  brandee,  give  you  wine." 

Rory  refused  the  offer  ;  but  one  of  the  girls 
addressed  De  Welskein,  and  thanking  him  for 
his  offer,  said,  "if  he'd  make  a  big  jug  o'  the 
nice  thing  he  gave  them  the  other  night  r" 

Pierre  explained  to  him  that  some  of  the 
ladies  would  like  negus,  because  they  thought 
it  genteel. 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  Frenchman,  "  yais,  my  dear, 
certainement,  you  moste  have  your  leetle  nig- 
gers: vouds  you  like  to  have  some  nutmarks 
een  it  ?" 

"  What  do  you  say,  Mr.  Whelpskin  ?""  said 
the  girl,  simpering. 

"  Vouds  you  like  nutmarks  ?'''' 

Pierre  came  to  the  rescue.  "  He  says, 
would  you  like  to  have  your  jug  o**  negus  made 
with  nutmegs  ?  my  darling." 

"  Any  way  Mr.  Whelpskin  plazes." 

"  So  it  ""s  not  too  wake,^''  says  another. 

"  A  dash  o'  sper'ts  through  it  will  make  it 
livelier,  sir,"  said  the  most  audacious  of  the 
party.     And  accordingly  a  large  jug  of  nig- 
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gers,  with  nutmarks  and  the  dash  o'  sper'ts, 
was  made.  A  fiddler,  in  some  time,  made  his 
appearance;  and  after  the^r^^  jug  of  niggers 
had  been  demolished,  a  dance  was  set  on  foot. 
One  of  the  ladies  asked  Rory  to  "  stand  up  on 
the  flure,'*  which,  of  course,  Rory  did,  and 
exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  to  do  credit  to 
his  dancing-master.  In  short,  Rory,  though 
he  did  not  like  the  party,  had  intuitively  too 
much  savoir  vivre  to  let  any  repugnance  he 
might  entertain  be  manifested.  He  drank,  to 
be  sure,  sparingly  ;  and  after  the  niggers  was 
introduced,  he  took  no  more  brandy-and- water: 
he  smoked  an  occasional  pipe,  and  danced 
"  like  anything,"  but  he  kept  himself  clear  of 
intoxication,  though  he  had  drunk  enough  to 
produce  exhilaration.  Dance  after  dance  suc- 
ceeded ;  and  Rory  displayed  so  much  elasticity 
of  limb,  that  it  excited  the  admiration  even 
of  De  Welskein.  One  of  Rory's  partners 
seemed  much  taken  with  him ;  and  after  a 
certain  jig  they  had  executed,  much  to  their 
mutual  honour  and  the  admiration  of  the  be- 
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holders,  the  fair  danseuse  sat  beside  him  so 
close,  as  not  to  admit  of  any  doubt  that  she 
rather  admired  him.  A  cessation  to  the  dan- 
cing now  took  place,  and  brandy-and- water  and 
niggers  ad  vrfinitum  was  the  order  of  the  day 
— or  rather  the  night.  A  song  was  next  called 
for  from  the  girl  who  sat  beside  Rory;  and 
after  a  proper  quantity  of  hemming  and  haw- 
ing, and  protestations  that  she  was  very  hoarse, 
she  sang  with  a  good  voice,  whose  natural 
sweetness  seemed  to  have  been  rendered  coarse 
by  exposure  to  weather,  the  following  song : 

Oh  !  if  all  the  youug  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes, 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes, 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes. 
It's  tlien  the  young  men  would  be  batin'  the  bushes. 

Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
Oh !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
It 's  then  the  young  men  would  jump  in  and  swim  afther. 

Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain, 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain, 
Oh !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain. 
It's  then  the  youn^men  would  get  guns  and  go  grousin'. 
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If  the  maidens  was  all  throut  and  salmon  so  lively, 
If  the  maidens  was  all  throut  and  salmon  so  lively, 
If  the  maidens  was  all  throut  and  salmon  so  lively, 
Oh  !  the  divil  a  one  would  ate  mate  on  a  Friday. 

Loud  applause  followed  this  charming  lyric, 
during  the  singing  of  which  the  damsel  cast 
sundry  sly  glances  at  Rory,  who  could  not  mis- 
take that  she  was  making  love  to  him.  Rory 
was  a  handsome  fellow,  and  was  as  conscious 
as  most  handsome  fellows  are,  that  there  is  a 
certain  readiness  on  the  part  of  the  softer  sex 
to  be  affected  by  good  looks  —  but  this  rather 
open  manifestation  of  it  embarrassed  him.  To 
repel  a  woman  was  what  his  nature  would  not 
permit  him  to  do  ;  yet  to  yield  to  the  species 
of  temptation  that  was  offered  to  him  was  what 
his  heart  forbade. 

The  revel  had  proceeded  now  for  some 
hours,  and  great  licence  was  exhibited  on  the 
part  of  all.  Rory's  partner  still  clung  to  him 
with  a  degree  of  seductiveness  that  might  have 
influenced  him  at  another  time  ;  but  now  the 
unholy   spell   was   powerless.  ,  He    had    that 
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morning  won  the  plighted  troth  of  his  Kathleen, 
and  the  bare  thought  of  being  faithless  to  her 
was  profanation.  He  thought  of  her  sweet  song, 
even  in  defiance  of  the  scraping  of  the  tipsy  fid- 
dler who  still  stimulated  the  drunken  party  to 
stagger  through  the  dance ;  and  above  the  reek- 
ing steams  of  punch  and  tobacco  rose  the  sweet 
odour  of  the  breath  of  the  cows  and  the  morn- 
ing flowers  to  his  memory :  the  recollection 
was  his  salvation. 

Oh,  what  of  earthlj/  influence  can  so  fortify 
the  heart  of  man  against  the  seductions  of  vice 
as  the  love  of  a  virtuous  woman  ! 

Let  us  pursue  this  scene  no  further :  suffice 
it  to  say,  their  brutal  revelry  had  so  far  over- 
come the  party,  that  of  all  present,  Rory 
O'More  and  his  partner  only  were  thoroughly 
conscious  of  what  was  going  forward.  When 
Rory  saw  there  was  none  to  oppose  his  reti- 
ring, he  drew  the  bolt  of  the  door  to  depart : 
his  tempting  partner  made  a  last  appeal  to 
induce  him  to  stay,  and  even  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck  and  kissed  him. 
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Rory's  manhood  rebelled  for  a  moment ;  but 
the  thought  of  Kathleen  came  over  him,  and 
in  as  soothing  a  tone  as  he  could  command,  he 
said  —  "  Don't  blame  me  ;  I  He  a  sweetheart 
that  trusts  to  me,  and  I  mustn't  deceive  the 
innocent  girl !" 

The  words  "  innocent  girl "  seemed  to  go 
through  the  heart  of  the  woman  like  a  pistol- 
shot.  She  withdrew  her  arms  from  Rory's 
neck,  and  hiding  her  flushed  face  in  her  hands, 
burst  into  tears,  and,  throwing  herself  on  a 
bench,  sobbed  as  though  her  heart  would 
break. 

Rory  looked  on  her  with  pity ;  but,  fearing 
to  trust  himself  to  so  softening  an  influence  as 
a  woman's  weeping,  he  rushed  up  the  broken 
steps  of  the  cellar,  and  ran  down  the  narrow 
alley  until  he  had  turned  its  corner.  He  then 
paused  a  moment,  to  endeavour  to  remember 
the  way  he  had  come,  which  had  been  so  in- 
tricate, that  under  the  exciting  circumstances 
in  which  he  had  been  led  to  the  place  and 
was  leaving  it,  it  cannot  be  wondered  his  re- 
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collection  was  rather  misty ;  so,  taking  the 
turn  which  chance  suggested  when  he  ran  from 
the  alley,  he  threaded  some  lonely  lanes,  tread- 
ing as  stealthily  as  his  haste  would  permit ; 
— for  an  occasional  gleam  of  light  through 
a  cracked  shutter  or  the  chink  of  a  door  be- 
tokened that  some  of  the  inhabitants  of  this 
ill-conditioned  quarter  were  still  watchers ;  and 
from  the  specimen  he  had  seen  of  the  com- 
pany it  afforded,  he  had  no  wish  to  encounter 
any  more  of  its  inmates.  The  sensation  of  a 
freer  atmosphere  than  that  of  the  confined 
closes  he  had  been  traversing  now  came  upon 
him,  and  indicated  the  vicinity  of  a  more  open 
space;  and  facing  the  current  of  air  that 
streamed  up  the  lane,  he  soon  arrived  in  what 
appeared  to  him  to  be  the  high  street  of  the 
town.  Here  all  was  empty,  dark,  and  silent, 
except  for  the  splashing  of  the  rain  from 
the  spouts  of  the  houses,  and  Rory  Wjas 
obliged  again  to  pause,  for  he  knew  not  which 
way  to    turn,  as  he  had  made  his  way  from 
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the  alley  by  a  route  different  from  that  by 
which  '  he  entered,  and  he  was  consequently 
in  a  street  he  had  never  seen  before,  in  a  town 
to  which  he  was  a  stranger. 

He  stood  for  some  minutes,  unmindful  of  the 
torrent  of  rain  that  was  falling,  quite  absorbed 
in  the  consideration  of  what  he  should  do.  It 
was  late,  and  he  doubted  whether  at  such  an 
hour  he  would  be  likely  to  get  admittance  to  a 
place  of  abode  for  the  night :  besides,  he  did 
not  know  where  to  find  it ;  and  it  struck  him 
that  the  only  course  left  him  was  to  make  the 
best  of  his  way  out  of  the  town,  and  proceed 
homewards.  This,  to  be  sure,  was  a  heavy 
task  to  impose  on  himself,  for  he  had  not  taken 
any  rest  since  he  left  his  own  house ;  he  had 
traversed  a  considerable  tract  of  country,  and 
to  go  over  the  same  ground  again  without  the 
intervention  of  sleep  was  what  even  so  active  a 
fellow  as  Rory  O'More  did  not  relish  the  con- 
templation of.  Therefore  the  decision  he  came 
to  at  last  was,  to  leave  the  matter  to  chance  ;  — 
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if  in  his  passage  through  the  town  he  saw  any 
place  that  promised  him  shelter,  to  ask  for  it ; 
and  if  not,  to  start  direct  for  home. 

His  resolve  being  taken,  he  wrapped  his 
frieze-coat  about  him — for  he  now  noticed  that 
it  did  rain  rather  heavily — and  walked  at  a 
smart  pace  up  the  length  of  street  that  lay 
before  him.  He  had  not  proceeded  far  when  the 
fall  of  many  footsteps  attracted  his  attention ; 
and  from  the  heavy  and  measured  tread,  it  was 
plain  that  a  party  of  soldiers  was  in  his  neigh- 
bourhood. He  stopped  and  held  his  breath: 
the  party  was  evidently  getting  nearer  ;  he  had 
no  right  to  be  abroad  at  that  hour,  for  the 
curfew  law  had  been  revived  of  late.  He  thought 
of  the  letter  he  had  in  his  possession,  and  death 
to  himself,  and  discovery  of  the  plot  flashed 
upon  his  imagination.  To  tear  the  letter  sug- 
gested itself  to  him ;  but  then,  it  might  con- 
tain intelligence  of  importance :  to  preserve  it 
therefore  was  desirable ;  yet  to  have  it  found, 
destruction.    What  was  to  be  done  ? 

Listening  intensely  to  ascertain  the  quarter 
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whence  the  footsteps  approached,  he  was  soon 
sensible  that  the  party  advanced  from  the  point 
towards  which  he  was  moving:  therefore,  trust- 
ing to  the  darkness  of  the  night  and  the  light- 
ness of  his  heels,  Rory  turned  about,  and  with 
that  peculiar  agility  of  step  so  characteristic 
of  his  countrymen,  he  ran  lightly  down  the 
street.  As  he  advanced  towards  the  end  of  it, 
he  perceived  there  was  a  wider  space  beyond 
it;  and  knowing  the  shade  of  the  houses  fa- 
voured his  escape,  and  still  hearing  the  foot- 
steps following  him,  he  dreaded  that  the  mo- 
ment he  should  emerge  from  the  street  into 
the  open  space,  he  should  be  seen.  While  this 
thought  occurred  to  him,  he  perceived,  a  few 
steps  in  advance  of  him,  a  large  old-fashioned 
projecting  porch,  whose  clumsy  columns  and 
deep  recess  suggested  at  once  the  idea  of  con- 
cealment :  so,  turning  sharply  up  two  or  three 
steps,  he  became  ensconced  in  the  door-way, 
drawing  himself  up  closely  behind  one  of  the 
columns. 

As  the  footsteps  advanced,  Rory  could  hear 
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the  rattling  of  fire-arms  mingling  with  the  heavy 
tramp  of  the  men.  His  anxiety  was  at  its  height 
when  he  saw  the  party  just  before  the  door  : 
''  Another  instant,"  thought  he,  "  and  the  dan- 
ger 's  past !"  when,  to  his  consternation,  the  sud- 
den exclamation  of  "  Halt  /"  brought  the  file  of 
men  to  a  dead  stand-still  within  a  few  feet  of  his 
place  of  concealment.  He  now  thought  it  was 
all  over  with  him  :  he  expected  to  be  dragged 
from  his  hiding  place  every  instant,  brought 
before  the  military  authorities,  and  the  letter  he 
bore  about  him  being  inevitably  found,  hanged 
at  the  drum-head  for  a  rebel.  He  heard  some 
mysterious  mutterings  x)f  the  corporal,  and  im- 
mediately after,  the  clattering  of  a  couple  of 
bayonets, — he  fancied  them  already  in  his  body. 
But  still  he  remained  unmolested,  though  the 
file  of  men  yet  stood  before  him; — Rory  scarcely 
dared  to  respire. 

It  happened  that  this  house  within  whose 
porch  he  had  taken  refuge  was  inhabited  by  the 
colonel  of  the  regiment  then  quartered  in  the 
town.     It  stood  at  the  corner  of  an  open  and  ir- 


Xl|-®^^?!%i'"iii4F  '^ 


cr^ 


RORY  o'more.  243 

regular  space,  called  "  the  Green,"  where  some 
houses  were  scattered   round  a  piece  of  dirty 
grass,  and  geese  and  pigs  used   to  promenade 
during  the  day,  and  the  belles  of  the  town  in  the 
evening,  to  hear  the  band  play,  and  let  the  offi- 
cers stare  them  out  of  countenance.     The  bar- 
rack lay  at  the  upper  end  of  the  street ;  but  the 
quarters  were  so  indifferent,  that  the  colonel 
preferred  taking  up  his  residence  in  this  house, 
which  was  removed  from  the  barrack,  it  is  true ; 
but,  to  increase  his  security,  which  the  suspi- 
cious nature  of  the  times  rendered  it  necessary, 
in  his  opinion,  to  look  after,  he  had  two  sen- 
tinels  stationed  there,   conducing  not  only  to 
his  safety,  but  to  his  consequence,  of  which  the 
colonel  was  not  a  little  vain.     The  narrowness 
of  the  foot-way  before  the  house  would  have 
rendered  sentry-boxes  inconvenient  in  front, — 
therefore  they  were  placed  round  the  corner  ; 
and  it  was  while  the  corporal  was  employed  in 
relieving  the  guard  at  the  flank  of  the  house, 
that  the   file  of  soldiers  remained   before   the 
porch. 
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This  was  for  some  minutes  —  for  everybody 
knows  that  such  matters  must  be  conducted 
with  that  system  and  solemnity  so  necessary 
to  the  good  of  the  service. 

To  relieve  the  guard,  the  corporal  marches 
up  one  of  his  men  to  face  the  sentinel  on  duty. 
These  two  make  a  rattle  with  their  firelocks  and 
hold  them  in  a  transverse  position,  which  looks 
pretty ;  then  they  advance  to  each  other  with 
two  long  strides,  and  stick  their  faces  close  toge- 
ther, to  the  manifest  danger  of  flattening  their 
noses,  the  corporal  standing  by  all  the  time,  as 
if  to  see  that  they  should  not  bite  each  other  : 
another  slap  on  their  firelocks  to  rattle  them  ; 
then  the  new-comer  goes  over  to  the  sentry-box, 
and  the  other  takes  his  place  :  then  the  corporal 
utters  some  mysterious  grumblings — such  as, 
"Haw!"'  "AVho !"  the  men  throw  their  transverse 
muskets  upon  their  arms,  as  if  they  were  going 
to  nurse  them  :  another  grunt  from  the  corpo- 
ral —  the  relieved  sentinel  joins  the  main  body, 
the  corporal  puts  himself  at  their  head,  gives 
another  mysterious  growl,  and  tramp,  tramp, 
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they  go,  again  to  perform  the  same  interesting 
and  intellectual  ceremony  at  another  sentry- 
box,  until,  having  finished  his  rounds,  the  cor- 
poral marches  back  into  the  guard-house  twelve 
wet  men,  in  lieu  of  twelve  dry  ones  that  he 
took  out. 

While  all  this  "  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
glorious  war"  was  going  forward,  Rory  was  in 
agony.  No  image  is  sufficient  to  express  the  state 
of  excitement  his  impatient  nature  underwent 
during  the  interval,  which  he  thought  an  age : 
a  bee  in  a  bottle,  a  schoolboy  in  his  master's 
apple-tree,  or  a  hen  on  a  hot  griddle,  are  but 
faint  figures  of  speech  for  the  purpose.  Well 
was  it  for  Rory  that  the  rain  continued  to  fall 
so  copiously  ! — the  soldiers  buried  their  faces 
deeply  inside  the  collars  of  their  coats,  and  cast 
not  a  glance  towards  the  porch.  Thus,  the  very 
inclemency  of  the  night  was  propitious  to  the 
refugee,  who  was  startled  once  more,  however, 
for  a  moment,  by  the  return  of  the  corporal, 
which  caused  a  movement  amongst  the  men. 
"They  see  me  now,"   thought  Rory   to  him- 
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self,  and  his  heart  sunk  when  he  heard  the  words 
"Fall  in." 

"  Oh,  murdher  !"  thought  Rory  :  "  if  they 
come  in,  I  'm  lost." 

They  did  not  "  come  in,"  however,  and  after 
another  growl  from  the  corporal,  which  was 
unintelligible,  the  blessed  sound  of  "  March  !" 
fell  on  Rory's  ear  with  something  of  the  same 
sensation  that  the  announcement  of  a  reprieve 
produces  on  a  prisoner  in  the  condemned  cell ; 
and  he  saw  the  file  execute  a  "  right-about-face," 
and  go  the  way  whence  they  came.  Every  suc- 
cessive tramp  that  increased  the  distance  be- 
tween Rory  and  the  soldiers  took  a  ton  weight 
off  his  heart,  and  as  the  receding  footsteps 
of  the  men  faded  into  distance  he  breathed 
freely  again. 

As  soon  as  the  silence  was  perfectly  restored, 
Rory  thought  of  emerging  from  his  place  of 
retreat.  Had  he  been  a  person  conversant  with 
the  relieving  of  guards,  he  would  have  guessed 
that  some  such  matter  must  have  been  the 
cause  of  the  scene  just  recorded;   but  living  a 
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rural  life,  as  he  did,  such  martial  mysteries 
were  unknown  to  him,  and  while  he  congratu- 
lated himself  on  being  free  from  danger  and 
contemplated  a  retreat,  he  little  dreamt  that  at 
the  flank  of  the  house  under  whose  porch  he 
stood,  a  pair  of  sentinels  were  on  guard.  So. 
when  there  was  no  sound  to  indicate  that 
any  one  save  himself  was  on  the  watch,  (for,  it 
being  still  raining,  the  sentries  on  the  flank 
kept  most  religiously  bound  within  their  sentry- 
boxes — and  small  blame  to  them  !)  Rory  thought 
he  had  better  be  ofl",  and  ventured  to  withdraw 
his  body  from  the  small  space  between  the 
column  and  the  wall  into  which  he  had  mira- 
culously jammed  himself :  but  in  the  doing  of 
this,  he  was  obliged,  as  it  were,  to  jerk  himself 
out,  and  by  some  unlucky  chance,  either  in  get- 
ting himself  in  or  out,  the  cape  of  his  coat  caught 
in  a  bell-pull,  and  in  the  effort  to  free  himself,  he 
felt  that  he  was  laid  hold  of  by  the  shoulder, 
and  heard  at  the  same  instant  of  time  the  sound 
of  a  bell.  Those  who  have  felt  what  it  is  to 
be  in  nervous  situations  will  not  wonder  that 
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Rory's  heart  jumped  as  he  felt  himself  caught, 
and  heard  at  the  same  moment  a  sound  whose 
Tery  purpose  is  to  awake  attention.  And  it  was 
such  a  bell ; — none  of  your  trifling  tinklers,  none 
of  your  little  whipper-snapper  sort  of  bells  ;  not 
like  the  bark  of  a  Blenheim,  but  the  bay  of  a 
watch-dog ;  not  like  a  muffin-merchant*s,  but  a 
dustman's ;  not  merely  made  to  call  Molly  up 
stairs, — but  one  of  your  deep-mouthed  devils, 
doomed  to  destroy  the  repose  of  half  a  street ; — 
in  short, 

"  a  dreadful  bell, 


To  fright  the  isle  from  its  propriety." 
Rory  stood  aghast !  Had  the  metal  that  com- 
posed this  "  infernal  machine"  been  molten  and 
cast  down  his  throat,  it  could  not  have  asto- 
nished him  more:  besides,  it  seemed  as  if  it 
would  never  have  done  ringing.  We  hear  great 
complaints  in  our  days  of  bell-hangers;  but 
those  of  old,  to  judge  from  the  case  in  question, 
must  have  been  prime  hands, — for  on  it  went, 
ding,  ding,  ding,  as  if  it  really  had  a  pleasure 
in  ringing.    Whether  it  was  the  specific  gravity 
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of  the  monster  that  produced  so  much  vivacity 
in  the  spring  on  which  it  was  suspended,  or  the 
superior  skill  of  former  bell-hangers,  may  re- 
main a  matter  of  dispute  to  the  curious;    but 
the   fact    that   resulted   (and  facts  are  all  we 
have  to  do  with)  is,  that  ere  the  bell  had  ceased 
its  villanous  vibrations,  Rory  heard  a  window 
raised   above    his   head,    and    the   demand    of 
"  Who 's  there  ?"  in  no  very  gracious  voice. 
Rory  kept  profoundly  quiet. 
"  Who 's  there  ?"  was  again  snarled  out. 
Rory  looked  up  from  the  shelter  of  the  porch 
and  saw  a  head  and  a  nightcap  protruded  from 
the  window :  he  was  as  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

"  Sentry  !'*  was  the  next  word  Rory  heard, 
given  in  a  most  authoritative  tone. 

A  gust  of  wind  and  a  dash  of  rain  whirled 
round  the  corner,  which  must  have  convinced 
the  colonel  (for  it  was  he  who  was  calling 
from  the  window)  that  his  voice  could  not 
have  reached  the  sentinels  in  the  teeth  of  the 
blast  which  blew  his  nightcap  off  his  head  and 
dashed  it  into  Rory's  face. 
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Rory  was  nearly  knocked  down,  —  for  the 
smallest  thing  upsets  us  when  we  are  alarmed. 

"  Sentry  !"  was  shouted  louder  than  before. 

The  soldiers  answered  the  summons.  The 
colonel  asked  who  rang  the  bell : — the  sentries 
did  not  know. 

"  You  have  been  asleep  !"  said  the  colonel. 

"  No,  your  honour,'"  said  the  sentry,  "  we 
couldn't  ;  the  guard  has  been  but  just  re- 
lieved r 

"  Have  you  seen  no  one  passing  ?" 

"  No,  your  honour,  —  no  one  passed  at  this 
side ;  and  we  marched  down  the  other  street 
not  five  minutes  ago,  and  not  a  living  soul  was 
in  it." 

"  Then  what  could  have  rung  the  bell  ?'' 

"  'Twas  only  a  mistake,  sir,'"*  said  Rory, 
whose  excitement  had  been  wound  to  such 
intensity,  that  his  eagerness  to  satisfy  the  ques- 
tion overlooked  the  consequence  to  his  per- 
sonal safety  in  the  sound  of  his  voice  being 
heard  ;  but  the  instant  he  had  spoken,  he  said 
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to  himself,  "  The  d — 1  cut  the  tongue  out  of 
you,  Rory  !" 

Fortunately  the  gusts  of  wind  and  splashing 
of  rain  rendered  all  sounds,  and  the  points 
whence  they  came,  uncertain.  Nevertheless,  the 
colonel  looked  towards  the  porch ;  but  seeing 
no  one,  he  said  to  the  sentry,  "  What 's  that 
you  say  about  a  mistake  ?'"* 

"  No,  your  honour,  I  don't  mistake,"  said 
the  sentry,  who  was  equally  uncertain  with  the 
colonel  if  any  third  person  had  spoken,  and 
fancied  he  had  been  charged  with  making  a 
mistake. 

"  Didn't  you  say  something  of  a  mistake.'^" 
asked  the  colonel  in  one  of  the  pauses  of  the 
storm. 

"  No,  your  honour,"  said  the  sentry. 

Just  at  this  moment,  when  Rory  was  think- 
ing if  he  hadn't  better  make  a  run  for  it  at 
once,  he  heard  the  bolt  of  the  door  behind  him 
gently  drawn,  and  the  instant  after,  a  pluck 
at  his  coat,  and  a  whispered  '*  Come  in,"  made 
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him  turn  round.  He  saw  the  door  stand  ajar, 
and  a  hand  beckon  him  forward,  at  the  same 
moment  that  the  voice  of  the  colonel  from  the 
window  said,  "  See  if  there 's  any  one  hiding 
in  the  porch." 

Rory  slipped  inside  the  hall-door,  which  was 
softly  closed  as  the  sentry  walked  up  the  steps. 

"  There's  no  one  here,  your  honour,"  said 
the  sentry. 

"  Push  the  door,"  said  the  colonel. 

The  sentry  did  so ;  but  the  door  had  been 
fastened  on  the  inside. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

SHOWING  THAT  ONE  HALF  OF  THE  WORLD  DOES  NOT  KNOW 
HOW  THE  OTHER  HALF  LIVES;  AND  ALSO,  THAT  SOFT 
WORDS  CAN  BEND  HARD  IRON,  THOUGH  THEY  DO  NOT 
BUTTER    PARSNIPS. 

Very  much  about  the  time  that  Rory 
O'More  rushed  from  the  cellar  and  endea- 
voured to  make  his  way  out  of  the  town,  there 
was  an  old  tinker,  driving  an  ass  before  him, 
making  his  way  into  it.  From  the  rudely- 
constructed  straddle  of  the  sorry  animal,  three 
or  four  rusty  old  kettles,  and  a  budget  con- 
taining the  implements  of  the  tinker's  trade, 
depended ;  but  the  straddle  was  worth  more 
than  it  looked  good  for,  -^  for  the  tinker  had 
so  contrived  the  pannels  of  the  lumbering 
affair,  that  a  convenient  space  was  left  within 
for  stowing   away  tobacco,  which   he   bought 
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from  Monsieur  De  Welskein,  and  sold  at  a 
handsome  profit  to  the  peasantry  during  his 
wanderings  among  them  —  for  they  could  get 
none  so  good  or  so  cheap  through  the  legiti- 
mate channel:  besides,  they  were  glad  to  give 
a  helping  hand  to  the  old  tinker,  whose  poverty 
and  shrewdness  commanded  at  once  their  pity 
and  their  fear. 

It  may  seem  strange  to  class  these  two  feel- 
ings together — but  they  often  exist.  They  say 
''  Pity  is  akin  to  love  ;■'  —  but  it  is  equally 
true  that  "  Love  is  related  to  fear :"  —  and 
thus,  perhaps,  a  sort  of  collateral  relationship 
may  be  established  between  them. 

I  should  not  have  made  any  observation  on 
this,  but  that  I  do  not  remember  seeing  it 
remarked  elsewhere ;  and  when  one  advances 
anything  new,  it  is  common  even  to  oneself 
to  be  startled  at  it,  and  a  desire  is  at  once 
en<yendered  to  make  it  manifest  that  one  has 

o 

not  committed  an  absurdity. 

Now,  I  remember  well,  when  a  child,  that 
I    was   often    horrified  by  the  presence   of  a 
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certain  old  and  disgusting  beggarman;  yet  I 
constantly  gave  him  alms.  There  was  some- 
thing in  that  old  man  1  dreaded ;  and  yet 
I  remember,  even  to  this  day,  I  pitied  him. 
To  be  sure,  the  virtue  of  charity  had  been 
early  instilled  into  my  mind  by  one  who  now, 
I  trust,  in  Heaven  enjoys  the  reward  of  her 
goodness;  and  so  gracious  and  winning  is 
the  habit  of  doing  charity's  holy  offices,  that 
even  to  the  innocent  child,  on  whom  neither 
want  nor  reason  can  have  impressed  the  value 
of  the  virtue  he  is  taught,  there  is  something 
pleasant  in  the  timorous  dropping  of  a  half- 
penny from  its  pure  and  dimpled  fingers  into 
the  soiled  and  withered  palm  of  age :  as  if 
Heaven  had  preordained  that  no  weakness  or 
antipathy  of  our  nature  should  interfere  with 
the  sacred  duty; — a  duty  so  sacred,  that  even 
our  Lord  himself  made  its  beauty  the  theme 
of  a  parable,  and  reproved  the  intolerant  Jew 
with  the  mild  precept  of  "  Go  thou  and  do 
likewise." 

Solomon,  for  that  was  the  tinker's  name,  was 
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pitied  and  feared  ;  for  he  seemed  to  be  poor,  and 
was  known  to  be  penetrating.  He  had  a  prying 
temper  and  a  tenacious  memory.  The  former 
led  him  to  a  knowledge  of  the  circumstances  of 
most  of  the  people  of  all  classes  in  the  country 
where  he  made  his  rounds,  and  the  latter  trea- 
sured up  the  information.  Thus  the  past  and 
present  were  alike  familiar  to  him ;  and  from 
these,  his  natural  acuteness  was  often  enabled 
to  presage  the  future. 

Such  a  power,  in  the  uncalculating  commu- 
nity amongst  whom  he  moved,  gave  him  a 
reputation  little  short  of  witchcraft.  He  was 
called  "a  mighty  knowledgable  man," — and 
"knowledge  is  power;"  and  where  did  human 
power  ever  exist,  that  its  influence  has  not  been 
dreaded  and  its  possession  abused  ?  This  was 
fully  exemplified  in  the  case  of  the  old  tinker, — 
he  was  feared,  not  loved,  by  the  peasantry  ;  and 
yet,  though  no  one  liked  him,  there  was,  from 
a  dread  of  off^ending,  all  the  demonstrations  of 
civility  shown  him  that  love  would  have  pro- 
cured.   The  tinker  was  quite  aware  of  the  posi- 
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tion  he  held,  and  of  its  cause ;  and  his  bitter- 
ness (for  he  was  bitter)  enjoyed  the  triumph  of 
forcing  these  pretended  testimonies  of  affection, 
and  he  laughed  at  this  perjury  of  the  heart. 
"  Hypocrisy  i's  the  homage  that  vice  pays  to 
virtue."  How  often  is  a  smile  the  tribute  that 
fear  pays  to  power  ! 

Nevertheless,  with  this  dread — it  may  almost 
be  said,  dislike — that  he  inspired,  he  was  pitied, 
from  his  apparent  wretched  and  desolate  con- 
dition. Home  he  had  none,  nor  living  thing 
with  whom  he  held  continued  companionship, 
except  the  poor  ass  he  drove,  whose  food  was 
a  nibble  from  the  road-side,  unless  when  it  was 
bestowed  by  the  same  friendly  hand  that  gave 
food  to  his  master — for  Solomon  never  paid  for 
anything  except  what  he  traded  on.  The  love 
of  money  ruled  him  with  a  power  stronger  than 
that  by  which  he  ruled  his  fellow-men ;  and 
though  he  possessed  the  superior  acuteness  that 
governed  intelligent  creatures,  he  was  himself 
the  senseless  slave  of  an  inanimate  metal.  He 
was  a  miser, — a  miser  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
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word ;  not  loving  money  for  the  sake  of  what 
money  can  procure,  but  loving  it  for  its  own 
sake — worshipping  the  mere  thing :  to  him  a 
guinea  was  a  god.  To  such  a  wretch,  to  starve 
was  easier  than  to  pay ;  therefore  he  never 
tasted  food  except  it  was  given  to  him :  and 
even  on  these  terms  he  seldom  wanted,  for  he 
laid  the  country  under  contribution  from  the 
kitchen  of  the  squire  to  the  peasant's  pot  of 
potatoes.  With  all  this,  he  was  stealthy  and 
roguish  as  a  fox,  tortuous  and  treacherous  as  a 
snake, — secret,  cold,  and  greedy  as  the  grave. 

Yet,  with  the  characteristic  touch  of  fun  that 
pervades  everything  Irish,  this  hateful  old 
miscreant  had  a  comical  name  bestowed  on 
him; — he  was  called  "Sawdhering  Solomon," 
from  his  profession  of  tinker :  and  this  Avas  the 
name  he  commonly  went  by,  though  sometimes 
it  was  changed  for  "  Solomon  Sly."  Neither  of 
these  names  was  meant,  of  course,  to  reach  his 
ears;  but  he  was  made  cognisant  of  them  by 
means  of  the  little  boys,  who  hated  him  openly, 
and  who  shouted  the  name  after  him  when  they 
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were  quite  sure  of  being  out  of  the  reach  of  the 
old  tinker's  crooked  stick :  and  sometimes  the 
urchins  ventured  so  far  even  as  to  throw  stones 
or  clods  at  him,  when  they  had  the  ambuscade 
of  a  hedge  and  the  intervention  of  a  ditch  to 
screen  and  protect  them.  On  these  occasions, 
Solomon  might  get  a  whack  on  the  back  from  a 
stone,  or  have  a  dry  clod  judiciously  lobbed 
under  his  ear,  powdering  his  wig  with  all  the 
breaking  particles  of  earth  that  did  not  run 
down  between  his  clothes  and  his  back.  Then 
would  he  turn  round  to  strike  with  his  stick ; 
but  the  retiring  laugh  and  footsteps  of  children 
at  the  other  side  of  the  hedge  were  all  that  were 
manifest  to  Solomon :  and  then  would  the  old 
vagabond  grin  and  shake  his  stick  with  the 
expression  of  a  fiend,  and  utter  horrible  curses 
on  the  thoughtless  urchins.  And  though  the 
provocation  was  unjustifiable,  it  is  true,  yet 
there  is  something  abhorrent  in  the  idea  of  age 
cursing  childhood,  particularly  as  the  vindictive 
old  tinker  used  to  curse. 

It  was  about  the  time  that  Rory  O'More  was 
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leaving  the  cellar,  that  Solomon,  I  say,  was 
making  his  way  into  the  town,  at  whose  out- 
skirts he  made  a  detour  from  the  high  road  and 
drove  his  ass  up  a  little  lane,  at  the  end  of 
which  there  was  a  small  haggart,^  whose  fence 
was  only  a  low  wall  of  loose  stones  and  some 
furze-bushes.  Solomon  very  coolly  abstracted 
some  stones,  pulled  away  some  of  the  furze,  and 
made  a  way  for  his  ass  to  enter  the  haggart, 
where,  placing  him  between  two  small  stacks  of 
hay,  he  procured  shelter  and  provender  for  the 
poor  brute.  He  then  lifted  the  straddle  and  his 
old  kettles  from  the  ass's  back,  and  withdrew 
from  the  premises,  carrying  his  goods  to  some 
distance,  where,  under  a  hedge,  he  let  them  lie ; 
and  marking  the  spot  well,  he  proceeded  alone 
to  the  town,  and  made  for  the  cellar  of  the 
smuggler. 

It  was  only  in  his  capacity  of  smuggler  that 
De  Welskein  held,  any  communication  with  the 
tinker.  Solomon,  though  he  guessed  that  an 
extensive  conspiracy  was  on  foot,   yet,  wise  as 

*  Hay-yard. 


RORY    O  MORE.  261 

he  was,  he  did  not  know  any  individual  engaged 
in  it,  for  none  would  trust  him  to  belong  to  the 
Union,  and  those  engaged  in  it  kept  the  secret 
inviolate,  —  singularly  so  indeed,  for  in  all  the 
thousands  who  had  sworn,  there  was  but  07ie 
found  to  betray,  and  he  entered  the  confedera- 
tion for  the  very  purpose. 

When  the  unfortunate  girl  whom  Rory  had 
left  sobbing  in  the  cellar  had  recovered  her  out- 
break of  grief,  she  arose  from  the  bench  on 
which  she  had  flung  herself  in  her  passion  of 
tears,  and  the  feeling  that  had  possessed  her  heart 
changed  from  lawless  love  to  bitter  hate  — for 

"  Hell  has  no  fury  like  a  woman  scorn 'd." 
and  cursing  the  man  that  had  made  her  feel  such 
degradation,  she  quitted  the  den  of  riot  and 
iniquity,  leaving  the  beastly  revellers  sunk  in 
besotted  slumber.  When  Solomon,  therefore, 
reached  the  cellar  and  tapped  stealthily  at  the 
door,  he  received  no  answer.  On  knocking 
again  more  loudly,  the  door  yielded  to  his  touch, 
and  pushing  it  gently  open,  he  looked  cautious- 
ly into  the  cellar.     He  saw  a  dim  lamp,  over- 
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turned  drinkin^-vessels,  and  prostrate  figures, 
and  heard  the  heavy  snoring  of  drunken 
sleep.  He  advanced  noiselessly,  and  looked 
carefully  about ;  and  when  he  found  that  deep 
and  real  slumber  reigned  around  him,  he  cast 
about  his  searching  eyes,  and  his  heart  (if  he 
had  such  a  thing)  was  gladdened  at  the  thought 
of  being  a  gainer  by  the  universal  swinishness 
in  which  his  friends  were  buried.  He  stole 
softly  over  to  the  truckle-bed  under  which  the 
tobacco  was  hid,  and  going  on  all-fours,  he  look- 
ed to  see  if  there  was  a  roll  of  it  within  easy 
reach  —  for  the  legs  of  one  of  the  sleepers  hung 
over  the  side  and  made  a  sort  of  barrier. 

He  crawled  nearer,  and,  with  the  aid  of  his 
crooked  stick,  abstracted  a  parcel  of  the  pre- 
cious weed  from  its  place  of  concealment  ;  and 
then,  with  the  stealthiness  of  a  cat,  he  stole 
back  to  the  door,  whi<;h  he  closed  gently  after 
him  and  retreated  with  his  booty. 

Now,  it  was  to  buy  tobacco  that  the  tinker 
had  made  his  visit  to  De  Welskein ;  and  he 
chuckled  at  the  thought  of  getting  the  merchan- 
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disc  without  the  transfer  of  coin,  and  hugged 
the  roll  of  tobacco  to  his  heart  with  the  passion 
of  a  lover.  To  re-cram  the  pannel  of  his  ass's 
straddle,  and  depart  after  his  exploit,  was  Solo- 
mon's first  intention  as  he  sneaked  back  to- 
wards the  haggart  where  his  ass  was  committing 
robbery  also ;  but  another  idea  arose,  and  he 
slackened  his  pace  while  he  conned  it  over,  and 
on  second  thoughts  he  considered  it  more  advis- 
able to  make  his  visit  to  De  Welskein,  as  it  was 
about  the  period  that  worthy  knew  he  had  in- 
tended calling,  and  if  the  abstracted  tobacco 
should  be  missed,  his  unusual  absence  might 
direct  suspicion  against  him,  as  it  was  some  time 
since  Solomon  had  made  a  purchase,  and  De 
Welskein  knew  that  tobacco  was  what  Solomon 
could  not  do  without.  Therefore,  instead  of 
going  back  to  the  haggart,  he  went  to  a  neigh- 
bouring lane  where  he  knew  the  forge  of  a  black- 
smith stood,  and  poking  and  scraping  out  with 
his  stick  and  hands  a  hole  out  of  a  heap  of  cin- 
ders and  ashes  that  stood  near  the  door,  he  con- 
cealed the  treasure  beneath  it  and  returned  to 


264  RORY  o'more. 

the  cellar.  He  knocked  again,  lest  any  of  its  in- 
mates might  have  awoke  in  the  interval ;  and 
finding  all  as  silent  as  before,  he  entered,  and 
approaching  De  Welskein,  he  shook  him  by  the 
shoulder  till  he  roused  him,  and  said, 

"  One  ud  think  you  had  nothing  to  be  afeard 
iv,  when  you  sleep  with  the  door  open." 

De  Welskein  rubbed  his  eyes,  stared  up  at 
Solomon,  uttered  a  great  many  "  Sacres"  and 
^'Diables,"  and  proceeded  to  awake  the  rest  of  the 
party  and  demand  the  cause  of  the  door  being 
open.  They  were  all  bewildered,  being  still 
half-drunk;  but  after  much  blustering  and 
swearing,  Rory  O'More  at  last  was  missed,  and 
also  the  girl  with  whom  he  had  been  dancing. 
This  was  conclusive  evidence  of  how  the  cir- 
cumstance had  occurred,  and  De  Welskein's 
rage  and  abuse  of  Rory  were  furious.  Regan, 
too,  threw  in  his  word  of  censure ;  and,  amongst 
them  all,  poor  Rory  had  more  foul  words  ap- 
plied to  him  than  he  ever  had  before  in  the 
same  space  of  time. 
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"  Who  is  that  you're  blessin',  all  o'  yiz  ?" 
said  Solomon 

"  That  scatthered-brained  swaggerer  Rory 
O'More,"  said  Regan. 

"  Rory  O'More  !"  said  Solomon,  who  knew 
Rory*s  habits  were  not  likely  to  lead  him  into 
the  disorderly  set ;  —  '*  why,  what  brought 
him  here  ?"  and  he  looked  sharply  at  De  Wel- 
skein,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  There 's  a  mystery/'* 

"  Why,  sare  ?  if  you  go  for  dat  moche,  what 
for  you  come  here  ?  —  ha  !"*' 

"  Oh,  you  know  yourself,  munseer,"  said 
Solomon,  "  what  brings  me  here  ;  but " — 

"  Well,  sare,"  said  De  Welskein  interrupting 
him,  "  and  tne  know  whas  bring  de  osser  gentle- 
mans  too  :  das  nuiF  for  me  —  nussing  to  you." 

"  Oh,  don''t  be  onaisy,"  said  Solomon  coolly 
— "  I  don't  want  to  smoke  your  saycrets.'* 

'"  No,  G  —  d  —  n  !  you  old  rog  !  you  not 
smok  me,  you  razzer  smok  my  tabac." 

Solomon  looked  towards  the  Frenchman,  to  see 
if  there  was  any  meaning  in  his  eye  when  he 
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spoke  of  his  tobacco ;  but  he  saw  his  secret 
was  safe.     The  Frenchman  proceeded — 

'^  Dere  !  you  seet  down  you  —  old  rog  — 
vieux  chaudronnier  de  campagne  —  seet  down, 
smoke  your  tabac  and  dreenk,  and  never  mind 
nussingelse  !" 

Solomon  did  as  he  was  desired  ;  he  took  a  pipe 
and  mixed  a  stiff  glass  of  brandy-and-water, 
after  tossing  off  a  couple  of  glasses  pure,  to 
warm  his  heart,  as  he  said  himself,  ''  afther  the 
cruel  wettin'  he  got " 

"  Warm  his  heart  indeed  !"  said  one  of  the 
men  aside :  "  'faith,  all  the  sper'ts  in  Ireland, 
and  all  the  turf  in  the  Bog  of  Allen,  wouldn't 
warm  it." 

De  Wei  skein  took  Regan  aside,  and  express- 
ed great  displeasure  ■  against  Rory  for  leaving 
him  without  saying  where  De  Lacy  was  to  be 
found  ;  but  Regan  set  him  at  rest  on  that  sub- 
ject by  telling  him  he  knew  Rory's  place  of 
abode,  and  would  conduct  him  to  it  if  he 
liked.  This  consoled  the  Frenchman,  and  he 
again  lay  down  to  sleep,  requesting  more  care 
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might  be  taken  about  the  door.  Solomon  con- 
tinued to  smoke  and  drink  until  the  approach 
of  dawn,  when  the  man  called  Pierre  let  him  out 
of  the  cellar,  and  he  went  back  to  the  haggart, 
having  made  the  best  bargain  he  could  for  some 
tobacco,  and  getting  his  pocket-pistol,  as  he 
called  a  tolerably  capacious  tin  flask,  filled 
with  brandy  as  a  bonus  for  his  *'  taking  sitch  a 
power  0*  tahakky  from  them"  as  he  said  him- 
self; and  the  equivoke  gave  poignancy  to  the 
pleasure  of  his  theft. 

When  he  got  back  to  the  haggart,  he  abs- 
tracted his  ass  from  the  haystack,  which  the 
ass  seemed  loath  to  quit,  and  before  retiring, 
the  little  beast  made  a  last  desperate  plunge 
into  the  hay,  and  dragged  away  so  large  a 
mouthful,  that  it  trailed  after  him  all  the  way 
from  the  stack  to  the  gap  where  Solomon  now 
led  him  out,  and  the  poor  innocent  haystack 
looked  very  much  in  the  condition  of  a  hot  loaf 
out  of  which  Master  Tommy  has  had  his  wicked 
will. 

Solomon  replaced  the  stones  and  the  furze- 
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bush,  and  led  off  his  ass  to  the  hedge  where  the 
straddle  was  secreted ;  there  he  stuffed  it  with 
the  purchased  tobacco,  (the  stolen  roll  still  lay 
where  the  tinker  had  concealed  it,)  and  mount- 
ing his  wallet  and  his  kettles  on  the  back  of  the 
ass,  he  drove  him  away  from  the  field  as  soon 
as  sunrise  permitted  him  lawfully  to  appear  on 
the  road. 

What  did  he  do  then  ? 

He  had  the  impudence  to  march  up  the  lane 
that  led  to  the  haggart,  driving  his  ass  before 
him  and  crying  loudly,  "  Pots,  pans,  and  kittles 
to  mind."  The  ass  turned  a  longing  look  to- 
wards the  haggart,  and  a  whack  from  Solomon's 
stick  was  required  to  remind  him  that  tinkers' 
asses  must  not  eat  hay  by  dayhght.  Solomon 
now  approached  the  dwelling  to  which  the  plun- 
dered haggart  was  attached,  and  found  the 
family  awake  and  doing :  the  man  went  out  to 
work,  and  the  woman,  in  answer  to  Solomon's 
request  to  know  "  if  there  was  any  pots,  pans, 
and  kittles  to  mind,"  produced  a  certain  tin 
saucepan,  with  a  demand  to  know  "  what  would 
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he  take  to  repair  it?  not  that  it  wanted  it 
much,"  she  said,  "only,  divil  take  it!  it  put 
out  the  fire  always  when  it  was  put  on,  but 
didn't  lake  a  grate  dale  at  all." 

"  Why,  tare  an'  ouns,  woman,"  cried  Solo- 
mon, holding  up  the  vessel  between  him  and 
the  sky,  "  there's  a  hole  in  it  you  could  dhrive 
a  coach  thro*." 

"  Arrah,  be  aisy  !"  says  the  woman. 

"  Look  at  it  yourself,"  says  Solomon,  letting 
the  saucepan  down. 

A  little  child  now  popped  his  finger  through 
the  hole,  and  waggling  it  backwards  and  for- 
wards, said,  "  Look,  mammy  !"  and  grinned 
as  if  he  had  done  a  very  clever  thing. 

The  mother  gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  call- 
ing him  "  a  divil "  at  the  same  time,  and  sent 
him  yelping  away. 

"'Faith,  that's  a  'cute  child  !"  said  Solomon, 
grinning  a  horrid  smile ;  "  he  'd  make  an  iligant 
tinker,  he  sees  a  hole  in  a  pot  so  well." 

"The  meddlin'  cur!"  said  the  mother.  "Well, 
what '11  you  put  a  bit  o'  sawdher  an  it  for  ?" 
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"  A  bit  o'  sawdher  indeed  !"  said  Solomon. 
"Oh,  'faith,  it's  a  piece  0'  tin  I  must  insart 
into  it." 

"  Divil  an  insart,"  says  the  woman,  "  you  '11 
insart  my  saucepan,  my  good  man  !  Sawdher  is 
all  it  wants — jist  a  weeshee  taste  o'  sawdher." 

"Cock  you  up  with  my  sawdher  indeed!" 
said  Solomon  :  "  why,  'twould  take  more  than 
all  the  sawdher  I  have  to  stop  it.  Sure,  sawdher 
is  as  dear  as  tin  ;  and  rawzin  's  riz." 

"  Arrah,  why  would  rawzin  be  riz  ?" 

"  There  was  sitch  a  power  o'  fiddlers  to  be  at 
the  fair  next  week,  that  they  bought  aU  the 
rawzin  up." 

"  Ah,  go  'long  wid  you  !" 

"  It's  thruth  I 'm  tellin'  you.'' 

"Well,  what  will  you  take  for  the  saucepan?" 

"  I  '11  mind  it  for  fourpince." 

"  Fourpince  !  Oh,  where  do  you  ex  pec'  to  go 
when  you  die  ?  Fourpince  indeed  !  I  '11  give 
you  tupp'ns." 

"  Couldn't,"  says  Solomon,  shaking  his  head 
and  going  to  drive  away  the  ass. 
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"  Well,  what  will  you  say  ?^  said  the  wo- 
man. 

"  Well,  see  now,""  said  Solomon,  "  I  'm  tired 
with  thravelling  a''most  all  night,  and  I  'm 
wan  tin'  rest ;  and  indeed  I  'd  be  glad  to  sit  down, 
if  it  was  only  to  rest,  let  alone  doin"*  a  job  and 
airnin"  a  thrifle  ;  and  indeed  I  want  it  bad,  for 
the  times  is  hard ;  and,  so  God  bless  you,  if 
you  '11  jist  throw  in  a  thrifle  o'  brequest  into 
the  bargain,  and  gi'  me  tupp'ns  ha"'pny,  1 11 
make  the  saucepan  as  good  as  new."'' 

"Well,  I  wouldn't  be  hard  wid  you,  my 
poor  man,  and  so  you  may  do  it." 

So  down  sat  the  tinker  and  opened  his  bud- 
get ;  and  his  iron  was  heated  and  his  '  sawdher ' 
produced,  not  forgetting  the  'rawzin'  that  was 
'riz;'  and  bits  of  old  tin  were  produced  from 
his  budget,  into  which  the  children  looked  with 
the  most  profound  curiosity,  endeavouring  to 
fathom  the  depth  of  its  mysterious  treasures. 
Other  bits  of  tin  dazzled  their  longing  eyes, 
and  a  great  shears  seemed  placed  there  to 
guard  the  invaluable  store  from  plunder.     So- 


272  RORY    o'MORE. 

lomon  cut  and  rasped  and  hammered  away, 
and  rubbing  his  hot  soldering-iron  upon  his 
powdered  rosin  and  solder,  he  raised  so  great 
a  smoke  and  so  bad  a  smell,  that  the  children 
looked  on  him  as  some  wonderful  conjuror ;  and 
as  they  saw  the  bright  streaks  that  his  im- 
plement produced  wherever  it  was  rubbed, 
their  delight    was  profound. 

When  the  man  of  the  house  returned  to 
breakfast,  he  saw  Solomon  seated  at  the  door 
mending  the  leaky  vessel,  and  his  children 
standing  round  him  in  wonder,  and  as  soon  as 
the  job  was  done,  Solomon  was  called  in  to 
breakfast. 

"  What  do  you  think  !''  said  the  husband  to 
the  wife. 

''  What  ?"  sai'd  she. 

"  That  blackguard  calf  got  over  the  wall  o' 
the  haggart  again  last  night  and  made  a  holy 
show  o'  the  hay-stack." 

"  Oh,  you  don't  tell  me  so  !"  said  the  wife. 

"  Luck  to  the  lie  in  it  !"  said  the  husband. 

Solomon  kept  eating  his  breakfast   with  the 
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most  profound  indifference  until  the  husband 
and  wife  had  exhausted  their  eloquence,  and 
then  he  said, 

''  Them   cawves   is  great  rogues." 

"  The  divil  run  a-huntin'  with  him  for  a  calf ! 
Oh,  wait  'till  the  next  time  I  ketch  him  !" 

"  Poor  thing,  poor  thing  !"  said  Solomon, 
tenderly.  ''Sure,  it's  nathVal  they'd  ate  !" 

"  'Faith,  he  may  be  contint  with  his  good 
grass,  I  think,"  said  the  man. 

"  Thrue  for  you  —  thruefor  you,"  said  Solo- 
mon quietly  :  "  but  it 's  remarkable  how  bowld 
some  o'  them  cawves  is." 

Breakfast  was  finished  —  the  job  paid  for  — 
the  wallet  replaced  on  the  ass  amid  the  observa- 
tion and  regret  of  all  the  children,  who  watched 
the  old  tinker  and  saw  him  depart  with  sorrow 
as  he  drove  his  ass  down  the  lane,  after  getting 
a  job  and  begging  a  breakfast  from  the  man 
he  had  robbed  over-night. 

Solomon  now  proceeded  to  the  town,  and 
went  to  the  forge  beside  which  he  had  deposited 
the  tobacco.  Here  he  had  a  plausible  pretext  to 
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go,  for  the  shoes  of  the  ass  wanted  to  be  looked 
to.  On  his  arrival  at  the  forge,  the  smith  was 
unoccupied,  so  there  was  more  time  to  spare 
for  Solomon  to  make  as  hard  a  bargain  as  he 
could  for  the  execution  of  the  job. 

"  Maybe  you  could  let  me  make  an  exchange 
wid  you  ?  and  if  you  would  have  anything  in 
the  tinkerin'  line  to  do,  sure  I  'd  do  it  for  nothin* 
for  you,  if  you'd  do  the  ass  for  nothin'. 

"  Not  a  pot,  nor  pan,  nor  kittle  have  I,"  said 
the  blacksmith  ;  "  I  'm  a  bachelor,  and  intind 
to  stay  so." 

In  the  mean  time  he  began  to  examine  the 
ass*s  shoes  ;  and  the  tobacco  with  which  the 
straddle  was  lined  being  so  near  his  nose,  the 
smith  began  to  snufF,  and  said  at  last,  "  Where 
the  dickins  is  the  tabakky  ?" 

Solomon,  who  caught  the  sound  of  the  first 
sniff  the  smith  had  given/  saw  directly  how 
matters  stood,  and  hastened  to  the  rescue  : 
he  got  close  beside  the  ass,  and  to  the  smith's 
inquiry  he  said, 

"  It 's  here  in  my  pocket,  and  mighty  fine 
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tabakky  it  is  ! —  see.  I  got  a  bargain  o'  some 
from  a  friend  a  while  agon,  and  —  but  don't 
mintion  it  —  if  you  like  I  '11  share  the  bargain 
wid  you,  to  the  value  of  a  new  set  o"*  shoes  for 
the  baste." 

"  Gov  !  that  lid  be  a  power  o'  tabakky  !"  said 
the  smith. 

"  But  it 's  iligant  tabakky,"  said  Solomon. 
Pulling  from  his  pocket  several  yards  of  the 
material,  wound  into  a  close  ball,  and  popping  it 
under  the  smith's  nose,  he  said,  "  What  do  you 
think  o'  that,  your  sowl  !" 

"  Faix,  that  is  tarein'  tabakky,  sure  enough  !" 
was  the  delighted  smith's  reply. 

'*  Well,  what  do  you  say  to  a  new  set  a  shoes 
for  the  baste  ?"  said  Solomon. 

"  I  dunna,"  was  the  undecided  answer. 

"  You  know  you  '11  have  the  owld  shoes  in." 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,"  said  the  smith,  "  sure 
that  *s  only  nath'ral  :  but  what  good  is  a  little 
ass's  shoes  .'^" 

"  Oh,  shoes  is  shoes,"  said  Solomon, 

"  Why,  tare  alive  !  they  are  wore  as  thin  as 
a  sixpence." 
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"'  'Deed,  that  is  thrue,"  said  Solomon,  "Jor 
the  last  set  he  had  an  him  was  from  the  finest 
smith  in  Ireland  :   they  wore  powerful." 

"  Arrah,  who's  that  ?*"  said  the  workman, 
piqued  at  the  mention  of  the  finest  smith  in 
Ireland,  he  himself  not  being  the  person  meant. 
"  Why,  who  would  it  be  but  Brian  Branagan  ?''' 
said  Solomon,  who  well  knew  that  Brian  Bra- 
nagan was  the  rival  of  the  man  who  stood  be- 
fore him,  and  living  in  the  adjoining  lane,  but 
who  had  never  made  shoes  for  the  tinker's  ass 
in  his  life. 

This  was  a  master-touch  of  Solomon,^ — the 
smith  bristled .  directly  for  the  palm  of  supe- 
riority. 

"  Why,  thin,  is  it  Branagan  you  say  is  the 
finest  smith  in  Ireland  ?" 

"  Yis,"  said  Solomon  very  quietly. 

"  Throth,  then,  it 's  little  you  know  about  it. 
Branagan  indeed !  The  divil  a  bigger  botch 
ever  dhruv  a  nail  than  the  same  Branagan  :  he 
a  smith  ! !" 

"  Oh  !    I  don 't  purtend  to  know   indeed," 
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said  Solomon  with  an  affected  air  of  not  wish- 
ing to  offend,  at  the  same  time  laying  hold  of 
the  halter  of  the  ass.  "  But  he  's  good  enough 
for  me,  anyhow :  good  mornin'  kindly  to  you," 
said  he,  going. 

This  was  too  much  for  the  smith. 

«'  Come  back  here,  I  tell  you  !  it 's  I  that  'II 
show  you  what  a  set  o'  shoes  is  :  Branagan 
indeed  !" 

"  Well,  will  you  take  what  I  said  ?"  said 
Solomon,  affecting  not  to  care  much  whether 
the  smith  did  or  not. 

"  Yis,  yis,  but  never  say  the  word  Brana- 
gan to  me  !"  Here  he  laid  hold  of  his  pincers, 
knife,  and  hammer,  and  began  to  knock  off  the 
points  of  the  nails  from  each  hoof,  and  pull  off 
the  ass's  shoes  —  every  drag  he  gave,  which 
was  with  great  vigour,  accompanied  by  a 
"  hugh,"  and  the  exclamation  of  "  Branagan 
indeed  I  !'' 

"  Hadn't  I  better  take  off  the  sthraddle," 
said  Solomon. 

"  Ay,  off  wid  it,"  said  the  smith. 
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So,  Solomon  took  off  the  highly-perfumed 
straddle  that  was  so  near  betraying  him,  and 
then  filling  the  smith'*s  pipe,  and  his  own  too, 
with  some  of  the  tobacco  which  he  had  sold  to 
the  smith,  he  commenced  puffing  away  vigor- 
ously, that  the  smell  of  the  lighted  weed  might 
prevent  the  perfume  of  the  dry  being  noticed. 

While  the  smith  was  engaged  in  shoeing  the  ass 
inside  the  forge,  Solomon  had  time  to  disengage 
the  roll  of  stolen  tobacco  from  the  heap  of  cin- 
ders where  he  had  concealed  it,  and  hiding  it 
in  one  of  his  old  kettles,  he  was  quite  at  ease, 
and  blew  the  bellows  for  the  smith  while  he 
heated  the  iron,  or  looked  over  him  at  work 
with  an  air  of  delight,  saying,  as  the  smith 
rasped  up  and  finished  his  work.  "  Well,  but 
thim  is  the  rale  iligant  shoes !" 

"  You  '11  never  talk  o'  Branagan  agin,  will 
you,  afther  that  V  said  the  smith. 

"  Throth,  an'  I  won't,"  said  Solomon  ;  "  and 
sure  it 's  only  an  owld  fool  I  was,  up  to  this 
present  time,  in  thinkin"*  the  like  :  but  the 
owldher  we  grow,  the  more  we   larn.      Sure, 
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it 's  a  grate  loss  to  me  I  didn't  know  you 
sooner  !" 

"  Well,  it 's  never  too  late  to  mind,"  said  the 
smith. 

"  Thrue  for  you,"  said  Solomon ;  "  nor  to 
make,  aither."  And  so  saying,  he  filled  his  pipe 
again  from  the  smith's  tobacco,  and  wishing  him 
good-morning,  off  he  went,  having  secured  his 
plunder,  and  getting  a  new  set  of  shoes  on  his 
ass ;  so  that  he  was  now  ready  for  a  long  and 
prosperous  round,  through  his  usual  beat. 

The  smith  idled  the  rest  of  that  day,  smoking 
at  his  new  stock  of  "  'bakky,'"*  drinking  to 
quench  his  thirst,  and  filling  up  the  intervals 
by  snapping  his  fingers  and  crying,  "  That 
for  Branagan  !" 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

"in    the    dark    all    cats    ABE     GREY." RORY     BECOMES 

POSSESSED    OF    AN    IMPORTANT     SECRET,    AND    DISCLOSES 
ONE    IK    EXCHANGE. 

When  Rory  0''More  was  admitted  to  the 
safe  side  of  the  door,  he  felt  the  pressure  of  a 
hand  upon  his  arm,  which  he  interpreted  into 
the  meaning  of  "  be  quiet;"  and  as  it  was  Rory's 
own  opinion  that,  in  his  present  circumstances, 
it  was  the  best  thing  he  could  do,  he  acquiesced. 
One  thing  however  he  was  sure  of — that  it  was 
a  woman  who  admitted  him  to  the  house,  for 
he  felt  the  soft  breathing  of  one  of  the  gentle 
sex  upon  his  cheek  as  he  stood  motionless  by 
the  door  beside  his  benefactress,  while  they 
heard  a  few  words  passing  between  the  colonel 
and  the  sentinel,  until  the  latter  descended  the 
steps. 
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Immediately  after,  Rory  heard  the  woman 
say  gently,  "Come  down,  darlin' !''  and  holding 
the  hand  that  was  laid  upon  his  arm,  he  fol- 
lowed his  conductress  as  softly  as  he  could. 
They  soon  began  to  descend  some  stairs,  and 
before  they  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
flight,  the  sound  of  a  bolt  being  drawn  was 
heard  upstairs,  and  Rory's  friend  said  in  a 
suppressed  voice  of  terror,  "  Oh,  murdher  ! 
there 's  the  colonel  comin'  down !  you  must 
hide  in  the  coal-hole.  Make  haste,  for  the  love 
o'  God,  or  I  'm  a  ruined  woman  ! — here,  here  !" 
and  she  dragged  Rory  along  while  she  spoke. 
"  Get  in  there,  as  far  as  ever  you  can,  and  hide 
yourself,  or  I  dunna  what  will  become  of  the 
pair  of  us  !" 

At  the  same  time,  she  opened  a  door  and 
pushed  Rory  inside  of  it.  He  heard  her  foot- 
steps retreat  lightly  and  rapidly.  "  More  open- 
ings of  doors !"  said  Rory  to  himself  as  he 
scrambled  over  some  coal  and  slack,  holding 
his  arms  extended  to  save  his  nose  from  frac- 


2S2  RORY  o'more. 

ture;  and  he  found  the  coal- vault  extensive, 
for  it  was  some  time  before  he  was  stopped  by 
a  wall.  As  soon  as  he  went  as  far  as  he  could 
gOj  he  crouched  down,  keeping  his  face  however 
turned  towards  the  point  whence  he  entered, 
and  he  soon  heard  the  descending  footsteps  of 
the  person  he  was  taught  to  believe  was  the 
colonel.  The  footsteps  seemed  to  ramble  over  a 
great  space  of  flagged  apartments,  and  various 
doors  squeaked  on  their  hinges  as  they  were 
opened  and  shut  in  succession  by  the  invisible 
perambulant.  At  last  Rory  saw  the  glimmer 
of  alight,  which  grew  stronger  by  degrees,  until 
the  door  of  the  cellar  opened,  and  then  he  saw  a 
Don  Quixote  sort  of  a  man,  with  a  candle  in  one 
hand  and  a  drawn  sword  in  the  other,  poke  his 
head  in  at  the  door  of  the  cellar,  and  holding 
the  candle  a  yard  before  him,  say,  "  Is  there 
any  one  here  ?" 

Rory  knew  better  than  to  make  any  answer  this 
time,  and  having  thrown  the  tail  of  his  coat  over 
his  head,  leaving  only  a  small  peep-hole  for  his 
eyes,  he  remained  undistinguishable  amidst  the 
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surrounding  gloom  ;  for  the  vault  was  so  deep, 
the  candle  so  dim,  the  colonel  so  short-sighted, 
and  Rory  crouched  so  low,  that  he  quite  defied 
observation.  Despite  his  dangerous  situation, 
however,  it  was  as  much  as  Rory  could  do  not 
to  laugh ;  for  the  colonel,  with  his  long  face, 
long  candle,  long  body,  long  arms,  long  sword, 
long  legs,  and  short  shirt,  cut  so  ridiculous  a 
figure,  that  a  man  of  more  solid  mood  than 
Rory  might  have  been  provoked  to  mirth. 
However,  by  good  luck,  Rory  did  not  laugh, 
though  the  colonel,  a  la  Don  Quixote,  continued 
to  open  his  goggle  eyes  on  the  gloom  before 
him ;  but  he  was  startled  from  his  fixed  obser- 
vation by  hearing  a  slip  amongst  the  coal,  which 
drew  forth  a  still  fiercer  demand  of  "  Who 's 
there  ?" — Upon  this  summons,  Rory  perceived, 
between  him  and  the  light,  a  great  cat  cau- 
tiously crawl  to  the  summit  of  the  heap  of  coal, 
and,with  a  tail  bristling  to  the  size  of  a  sweeping 
brush,  make  a  desperate  rush  down  the  accli- 
vity and  dart  between  the  colonel's  legs.  The 
man  of  war  actually  jumped  with  alarm  at  the 
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suddenness  of  the  surprise,  and,  as  if  ashamed  of 
being  so  frightened  at  such  a  cause,  muttered 
spitefully,  "  D — n  the  cat !"  He  now  retired 
^rom  the  cellar,  and  went  to  wake  (as  he 
thought)  the  woman-servant  who  let  Rory  in, 
and  whose  sleeping  apartment  was  in  the  base- 
ment story.  Rory  heard  him  cry,  "Betty!" — 
no  answer.  "  Betty  !"  again, — still  silence  pre- 
served. "  Betty  !"  still  louder  than  before ; — 
Rory  heard  a  snort  and  a  growl  as  if  from  a 
suddenly-awakened  person. 

"  Who's  that  ?''  said  a  female  voice. 

"  Your  master :  have  you  heard  any  noise  in 
the  house .?" 

"Noise,  sir.?" 

"  Yes,  noise, — have  you  heard  any  ?" 

'^  No,  sir :  I  have  been  in  bed,  sir,  and 
asleep,  these  three  hours.  I  hope  there's 
nothing  the  matther,  sir  ?"  said  Betty  with 
very  honest  seeming. 

"  I  have  been  disturbed,"  said  the  colonel ; 
"  and  I  thought  robbers  had  got  into  the 
house.     I  certainly  heard  a  noise." 
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"  Oh,  I  dar  say,  sir,"  said  Betty  ;  "  'twas 
nothing,  but  the  cat :  he  's  mighty  throuble- 
some  and  lively,  that  cat  is,  —  and  I  forget 
to  shut  him  up  sometimes  —  and  I  *m  afeard 
he  has  been  disturbing  you,  sir.  Oh  dear, 
but  1  'm  sorry  !" 

This  was  a  good  guess  of  Betty's ;  for  the 
colonel  having  seen  a  cat,  now  retired,  and 
Rory  was  once  more  left  in  darkness.  And  now 
that  the  immediate  chance  of  discovery  was 
removed,  he  began  to  conjecture  by  what  ex 
traordinary  means  he  was  let  into  a  house  to 
which  he  was  an  utter  stranger,  at  the  moment 
he  needed  it  most,  and  by  a  woman  of  whom 
he  knew  no  more  than  the  man  in  the  moon : 
her  name  was  Betty — that  was  all  the  know- 
ledge he  arrived  at,  —  and  that  he  only  knew 
from  hearing  the  colonel  address  her. 

After  the  lapse  of  half  an  hour,  Rory  heard 
the  name  of  "  Darby"  whispered  at  the  door  of 
the  cellar. 

In  equally  gentle  tone,  he  barely  ventured 
to  say,  rather  huskily,  "  Iss." 
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"  Come  out,  darlin' ;  take  care  you  don't 
rowl  down  any  of  the  big  lumps  o**  coal." 

Rory,  profiting  by  the  caution,  got  out  with 
as  little  noise  as  possible ;  and  coming  in  con- 
tact with  his  female  guide,  he  was  led  into  an 
apartment,  the  door  of  which  was  very  cau- 
tiously locked  by  the  woman. 

^'  Now  we  may  spake  more  at  our  aise,"  said 
she.     "  How  are  you,  darlin**  ?" 

"  Indeed  I  'm  throubled  wath  a  mighty  bad 
cowld,"  said  Rory,  who  thought  this  the  best 
thing  he  could  say  whereby  to  account  for  the 
husky  tone  in  which  he  spoke,  that  his  natural 
voice  might  not  betray  the  mistake  which  had 
so  far  favoured  him. 

"  Oh,  but  your  voice  is  gone  intirely, 
Darby  darlin' !"  says  the  woman  :  "  but  here 's 
somethin"'  to  comfort  you,  agra ;  here"  —  and 
she  led  him  to  where  a  chair  and  table  stood  — 
'*  here,  sit  down  and  ate  your  supper :  there  's 
an  iligant  piece  o'  roast  beef,  and  a  jug  of 
beautiful  beer,  I  kept  sly  for  you.  If  you  like, 
I  '11  light  a  candle  for  you." 
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"  Oh,  by  no  manes !"  said  Rory  ;  "  it 's  bet- 
ther  not :  as  the  house  was  alarmed,  the  light 
might  be  bad." 

"No,  —  it's  not  that  so  much,  but  I'm 
afeard  o'  the  noise   o'  sthrikin'  the  flint." 

"  Don't  think  of  it,  Betty  dear,"  grumbled 
Rory. 

"  Lord  !  how  your  voice  is  althered  !" 

"  Indeed  I  'm  chokin'  with  the  cowld  — 
hegh  !  hegh  !     Oh,  murdher  !" 

"Ate  a  bit,  and  it'll  do  you  good.  I'm 
grieved  you  haven't  a  light,  darlin';  'twould  be 
sitch  a  comfort  to  you  !" 

*    "  I  don't  miss  it  in  the  laste,  Betty  :  I  can 
find  the  way  to  my  mouth  in  the  dark." 

And  so  saying,  Rory  began  to  eat  his  sup- 
per, which  was  most  acceptable  to  him  for 
two  reasons  :  —  first,  he  was  hungry ;  and  in 
the  next  place,  the  occupation  accounted  for 
his  silence,  which  it  was  so  desirable  to  pre- 
serve. 

"  But,  you  villian  !  what  did  you  ring  that 
thievin'  bell  for  ?" 
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" 'Twas  a  mistake,  darlin'  —  hegh  !  hegh  ! 
hegh  !     Oh  !  this  cowld  is  chokin'  me  !" 

"  Don't  disthress  yourself  talkin',  Darby 
dear ;  relieve  yourself  with  the  mate  and  the 
dhrink." 

Rory  obeyed. 

"  I  run  up  the  minit  I  heard  the  bell ;  and, 
sure,  wasn't  it  the  hoighth  o'  good  luck  that  I 
got  you  in  before  the  colonel  kem  down  !  Oh  ! 
he'd  murdher  me,  I'm  sure,  if  he  thought 
how  it  was!  But,  afther  all.  Darby  jewel, 
what  harm  is  there  in  an  honest  woman  havin' 
her  husband  to  come  see  her  ?  —  sure  it 's 
nathVal." 

'^  To  be  sure,  Betty  jewel,"  said  Rory,  who 
now  perceived  that  he  was  mistaken  by  Betty 
for  her  husband ;  and  Rory's  inventive  ima- 
gination set  to  work  in  fancying  what  a  dilem- 
ma he  should  be  in,  in  case  the  real  husband 
might  arrive.  In  the  mean  time,  however,  he 
fortified  his  patience  and  resolution  with  the 
beef  and  beer,  which  did  great  credit  to  the 
colonel's  larder  and  cellar. 
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"  But  you  're  not  atein',  Darby  dear,"  said 
Betty. 

"  No,  but  I  'm  dhrinkin','"'  said  Rory. 

"  Much  good  do  your  heart,  jewel !  But, 
tell  me,  how  is  Johnny  ?" 

Now,  who  the  deuce  Johnny  was,  Rory 
could  not  tell ;  but  supposing,  from  the  dimi- 
nutive form  of  the  name,  it  might  be  her  child, 
he  thought  it  best  to  please  her  with  a  favour- 
able answer  ;  so  he  said,  "  Johnny  's  very  well." 

"  Thank  God  !"  said  Betty,  "  He 's  a  fine 
craythur  :  how  well  he  got  over  it  V 

"  Iligant  !"  said  Rory,  who  wondered  what 
it  was  Johnny  got  over. 

"  And  how  is  the  hives  ?"'  said  Betty. 

"  They  're  all  where  they  wor,'"*  said  Rory, 
who  did  not  dream  of  any  other  hives  than  bee- 
hives ;  while  Betty  meant  the  cutaneous  erup- 
tion that  "  Johnny"  was  suffering  under.    • 

"  And  has  none  o"*  thim  disappeared  ?"  said 
Betty. 

"  Oh  !  no,"  said  Rory;  "  we  take  great  care 
o'  thim." 

VOL.    I.  0 
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"  Do,  darlin',  do  ;  —  keep  'em  from  cpwld." 

"  Oh  yis ;  we  put  sthraw  over  them,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Sthraw  !"  said  Betty  ;  "  why,  thin,  is  it 
takin'  lave  o'  your  sinses  you  are,  Darby  ?  Is 
it  sthraw  on  the  hives  ?" 

"  Sartinly  ;  sure  the  bees  likes  it." 

"  Bees  !""  said  Betty  ;  "  arrah,  what  bees  ?" 

"  Why,  the  bees  in  the  hives,"  said  Rory. 

"  Arrah,  man,  don't  be  goin'  on  with  your 
humbuggin' !  you  know  I  ""m  axin'^  about  the 
child  very  well,  and  you  must  go  on  with 
your  thricks  about  bee-hives.  I  hate  hum- 
buggin', so  I  do.  Darby,  —  and  you  know 
I  do;  and  you  will  be  goin'  on,  all  I  can  say." 

Rory  saw  there  was  some  mistake;  and  to 
stop  Betty,  he  said,  "  Whisht,  whisht !" 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  Betty. 

"  Don't  talk  so  much,  or  maybe  they  '11  hear 
uz." 

Betty  was  silent  for  some  time  ;  but  as  per- 
fect stillness  seemed  to  reign  in  the  house,  she 
returned  to  the  charge  on  the  hives. 
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"  But,  tell  me,  is  the  hives  all  out  ?" 

"  Av  coorse,"  said  Rory. 

"  And  do  they  look  well  ?" 

"  Mighty  purty  indeed,"  said  Rory  ;  "  and 
there  '11  be  a  power  o'  honey  in  them,  I  'm  sure." 

Betty  now  gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  saying, 
"  Devil  sweep  you  !  you  will  be  humbuggin'  so 
you  will.  You  cruel  brute  !  can't  you  make 
fun  of  anything  but  the  poor  child  that  is  lyin"* 
undher  the  hives .?" 

"  Sure,  I  tell  you  the  child  is  well  and 
hearty  ;   and  isn't  that  enough  ?''    said  Rory. 

"  And  it 's  only  jokin'  you  wor  ?"  said  Betty. 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Rory  ;  "  you  ought  to 
know  my  ways  by  this  time.  —  This  is  mighty 
fine  beef!" 

"  But,  'deed  an'   'deed,  is  Johnny  — " 

"  Bad  luck  to  the  word  more  I  '11  say  !"  said 
Rory,  affecting  an  angry  silence. 

Betty  now  changed  her  ground,  and  thought  a 
bit  of  scandal  confided  to  Darby,  would  amuse 
him  ;  so  she  began  to  tell  him  that,  suppose  the 
colonel  should  find  out   she  brought  her  hus'» 
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band  into  the  house,  he  had  no  right  to  com- 
plain, for  at  all  events  it  was  her  own  husband, 
and  nobody  else. 

Rory  chuckled  at  her  confidence. 

"  Not  all  as  one,"  said  Betty,  "  as  him — with 
another  man's  wife  !     Purty  goin's  on." 

"  Do  you  tell  me  so  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  I  found  it  all  out,  so  he  'd  betther  say  no- 
thin'  to  me,  or  I  could  desthroy  him.  Not  that 
she's  a  bit  worse  than  ever  she  was  ;  but  if  the 
coUecthor  knew  it — " 

Rory  cocked  his  ears.  "  Is  it  Scrubbs  you 
mane  ?" 

«  Who  else,"  said  Betty. 

"  And  his  wife  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  —  Is  come  over  on  a  visit,  bi/  the  way  — 
but  I  know  what  I  know." 

"  How  long  ago  .?"  said  Rory. 

"  Since  you  were  here  last,"  said  Betty. 

''  That 's  a  long  time,"  thought  Rory  to  him- 
self. 

"  Scrubbs  went  to  town  last  week,  and  over 
comes  madam  —  on  a  visit.    Av  coorse  she'll  go 
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back  when  she  expects  her  nate  man  home.  But  it 

sarves  him  right !  —  what  could  he  expec'  when 

he  tuk  up  with  thehkes  of  her,  the  dirty  cur  !'' 

Betty  went  on  for  some  time  in  this  strain, 
venting  the  vials  of  her  wrath  on  the  colonel 
and  Mrs.  Scrubbs  ;  and  Rory  did  not  interrupt 
her,  for  he  was  glad  the  more  she  talked,  as  it 
relieved  him  from  the  difficulty  of  remaining 
concealed  under  her  questions.  After  exhaust- 
ing her  news  and  her  abuse,  she  began  to  ask 
Rory  more  questions,  to  all  of  which  he  re- 
plied by  the  exclamation  of  "  Whisht,"  pro- 
testing at  the  same  time  he  vvas  afraid  to  speak 
for  fear  of  discovery  by  the  colonel.  At  last, 
when  Betty  found  he  had  cleared  the  dish  and 
emptied  the  jug,  she  said, 

"  You  had  betther  come  to  bed  now,  darlin'." 

This  was  a  poser,  and  Rory  said  "  Whisht"' 
again. 

"  Come  to  bed,  jewel  —  you  11  be  more  com- 
fortabler  there  than  sittin'  here  in  the  cowld,  and 
we  can  talk  without  any  fear  o'  bein"*  heerd, 
with  our  heads  undher  the  blankets." 

o3 
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"  I  can't  bear  my  head  undher  the  blankets," 
said  Rory. 

"  That 's  newly  come  to  you,  thin,"  said  Betty. 

"  That  is  since  this  cowld,"  said  Rory,  reco- 
vering himself :  "  it  chokes  me,  this  cowld  does." 

"  There's  not  a  finer  thing  in  the  world  for  a 
cowld  than  to  go  to  bed,"  said  Betty. 

'*  But  the  cowld  rises  in  my  throat  to  that 
degree  when  I  lie  down,"  said  Rory,  "  that  it 
smothers  me."  « 

"  May  be 'twould  be  betther  to-night,  darlin'." 
said  Betty. 

"  I  'd  rather  sit  up,"  said  Rory. 

"  You  '11  be  lost  with  the  cowld,"  said  Betty, 
"  and  no  fire  in  the  grate." 

Rory  found  Betty  was  determined  to  have 
matters  her  own  way,  and  began  to  get  puzzled 
how  he  should  avoid  this  difficulty,  and  the 
only  chance  of  escape  he  saw  open  to  him, 
was  to  request  the  tender  and  confiding  Betty 
to  prepare  herself  for  a  "  grate  saycret"  he  had 
to  tell  her,  and  that  she  would  promise  when  he 
informed  her  of  it,  not  to  be  too  much  surprised. 
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Betty   protested   to   preserve    the  most  philo- 
sophic composure. 

"  You  won't  screech  ?"   said  Rory. 
"  What  would  I  screech  for  ?"  said  Betty. 
"  It 's  mighty  surprisin',"  said  Rory. 
"  Arrah,  don't  keep  nie  waitin',  but  let  me 
have  it  at  wansfr,"  said  Betty  eagerly. 

"  Now,  darlin'  take  it  aisy,"  said  Rory,  "  for 

you  must  know '" 

"  What  r  said  Betty. 
"  I  'm  not  Darby,"  said  Rory. 
Betty  scarcely  suppressed  a  scream. 
"  You  villian  !"  said  she. 
"  I  'm  not  a  villian,  aither,*"  said  Rory. 
"  What  brought  you  here  at  all  ?" 
"  Yourself,"  said  Rory:  "sure,  wasn't  it  your- 
self pulled  me  inside  the  hall-door  ?" 

"  But,  sure,  I  thought  it  was  Darby  was 
in  it." 

"  Well,  and  havn't  I  been  honest  enough  to 
tell  you  I  'm  not  Darby,  at  last,  when  it  might 
have  been  throublesome  to  your  conscience, 
Betty  ?" 


^96  RORY  o'more. 

"  Ay,''  said  the  woman,  "  there 's  more  o'  your 
roguery  !  Betty  too  !  —  how  did  you  make  out 
my  name,  you  diviPs  limb  ?" 

"  A  way  o'  my  own,  Betty." 

"  Oh,  a  purty  rogue  you  are,  I  go  bail  — 
throth  it 's  not  the  first  house  you  got  into,  I 
dare  say,  nor  the  first  poor  woman  you  en- 
thrapped,  you  midnight  desaiver  —  and  takin' 
up  my  name  too/' 

"  Well,  I  haven't  taken  awa^  your  name 
anyhow  ;   so  don't  be  so  fractious." 

"  Arrah,  but  how  do  I  know  but  you  will." 

"  Well,  it 's  time  enough  to  cry  when  you  're 
hurt,  Betty,  —  keep  yourself  cool  now — there  's 
no  harm  done."  ^ 

"  No  harm  indeed  !  Curse  your  impidince  !  — 
No  harm  !  Why,  how  do  I  know  but  it's  a  robber 
you  are  maybe  ?  Faith,  I  .b'lieve  I  'd  best  rise 
the  house  and  own  this  thing  to  the  colonel." 

"  Betty  dear,"  said  Rory  very  quietly,  "  have 
a  little  wit  in  your  anger,  agra  !  think  o'  your 
chardcther,  Betty." 

'■  Oh  my   char^cther,    my  characther,    sure 
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enough  it 's  ruined  for  ever  !  Oh,  what  '11  I 
do  !"  And  she  was  going  to  cry  and  make  a 
fool  of  herself  when  Rory  reminded  her  that 
crying  would  do  no  good. 

"  The  curse  o'  Crum'll  an  you  !  what  brought 
you  nigh  the  place  at  all  ?  and  who  are  you  ?" 

"  No  matther  who  I  am,  but  I  tell  you  what 
is  the  best  thing  you  can  do  :  jist  let  me 
stay  quietly  in  the  house  until  the  dawn,  and 
thin  let  me  out  onknownst." 

««  Oh,  I  darn't,  I  darn't,"  said  Betty.  "  Sure 
if  you  wor  seen  quittin'  the  place,  'twould  be 
the  ruin  o'  me  !" 

"  By  dad  !  I  must  quit  it  some  time  or  other," 
said  Rory  :  "  and  sure  if  you  let  me  out  now 
itself,  maybe  the  colonel  will  hear  the  door 
opening ;  or  even  if  he  doesn't,  sure  the  sojers  is 
now  on  the  watch,  and  would  catch  me." 

"  Oh,  you  mustn't  go  out  by  the  front/**  said 
Betty  :  "  I  '11  let  you  out  into  the  garden  at  the 
back,  and  you  must  get  over  the  wall,  for  here 
you  mustn't  stay — that 's  tee-totally  out  o'  the 
question." 
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*'  Well,  anything  for  a  quiet  life,""  said  Rory  ; 
"  do  what  jou  plaze  with  me :  but  I  think,  as 
I  am  here,  you  might  as  well  let  me  sit  up  here 
till  towards  mornin'." 

"  No,  no,  no  !"  said  Betty  in  great  tribula- 
tion. "  Who  knows  but  Darby  might  come  ! 
and  then  what  in  the  wide  world  would  I  dd !" 

"  You  should  keep  him  out,''  said  Rory. 

"Out,  indeed  !"  said  Betty, — "  keep  Darby 
out!  Sure,  he'd  suspec'  somethin'  wasn't  right, 
for  he's  as  jealous  as  a  turkey-cock,  and  he'd 
murdher  me  if  he  thought  how  it  was.  Oh, 
what  brought  you  here  at  all !" 

At  this  moment,  some  pebbles  were  thrown 
against  the  area  window. 

'«  Oh,  by  this  and  that,"  said  Betty,  "  there 
he  is. — Oh,  what  '11  become  o'  me  !" 

"  Tut !  woman  alive,"  said  Rory,  who  endea- 
voured to  make  her  attend,  for  she  became 
almost  confounded  by  the  difficulty  of  her  situ- 
ation, and  was  clapping  her  hande  and  uttering 
a  volley  of  Oh's,— "  Tut  !  woman,  don't  be 
clap  pin'   your  hands  like  a  washwoman    and 
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makin'  an  uproar,  but  jist  let  me  out  smart 
into  the  garden,  and  1 11  get  over  the  wall,  as 
youtowld  me."" 

Betty  seemed  aroused   to  action  by  Rory's 
suggestion,  and  now  led  him  to  a  back  window, 
which  she  opened  carefully ;  and  telling  Rory  to 
get  out  softly,  she  handed  him  a  chair,  and  then 
followed  herself.    She  conducted  him  then  to  the 
end  of  the  garden,  and  placing  the  chair  close  to 
the  wall,  she  held  it  firmly,   while  Rory  got 
upon  the  back  rail,  which  enabled  him  to  lay  his 
hands  on  the  top  of  the  brickwork,  and  he  soon 
scrambled  up  and  dropped  himself  on  the  out- 
side.     On   his   landing,    he   ran  as    fast  and 
lightly  as  he  could  from  the  quarter  where  the 
sentinels  were  placed,  and  so  far  escaped  un- 
observed,   and  continued  in  a  straight  line  up 
a  narrow  street  that  opened  from  one  of  the 
corners  of  the  green.      Here  he  paused  a  while 
before  deciding  which  way  he  should  proceed  ; 
for,  in  the  hurry  of  leaving  the  house,  he  never 
thought  of  asking  Betty  which  was  the  way  to 
go.     Rory  took  the  first  turn  out  of  .this  street 
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that  chance  suggested,  and  was  getting  on 
famously,  as  he  thought ;  but  while  in  the  very 
act  of  congratulating  himself  on  his  wonderful 
deliverance  from  the  soldiers,  he  turned  another 
corner,  and  was  scarcely  round  it,  when  a  star- 
tling "  Who 's  there  ?"  was  uttered  a  few  paces 
ahead  of  him,  and  the  rattling  of  a  firelock  ac- 
companied the  challenge. 

Rory  saw  the  game  was  up,  and  that  after 
all  his  former  luck,  it  was  his  fate  to  become  a 
prisonel';  so  he  approached  the  point  whence 
he  was  challenged,  and  said,  "  A  friend." 

"Advance  and  give  the  countersign,"  said 
the  sentinel,  emerging  from  a  sentry-box. 

"  I  haven't  sitch  a  thing  about  me,  sir,"  said 
Rory. 
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